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ACT I 

Scene 1.-^ Gateway leading into the Court of Holyrood 
House — Surging crowd of citizens mingled with retainers 
of the different factions — Great tumult — Torchlight — 
Confused shouting: '' Treason r' '' Douglas T' ''The 
Queen !^' — Sir George Douglas enters hastily from 
the House> 

Douglas. 
Hell broken loose! Ho, peace! 

Voices. 

Treason ! Treason ! 
Douglas. 
In the Queen's name, peace! 

A Voice. 

The Queen's murdered! 

Douglas. 
A rat's murdered ! Friends, hear me ! 

Voices. 
The Queen ! Treason ! Show us the Queen ! 

{Great uproar.) 

Douglas. 
Fools ! Fools ! Peace, I say ! 

Huntley. 
Show us the Queen ! {Uproar renewed) 

7 



8 DARNLEY 

Douglas. 

Here's din enough to alarm a churchyard. Listen, for 
God's sake ! The drum of my ear's broken : the sleepers 
in the chapel will rise and swear at us! 

Huntley. 
The Queen — we demand 

Douglas. 

My lord, on the word of a gentleman, the Queen's safe 
and sound. We'll take you to her highness. 

{Enter Arthur Erskine.) 

Huntley. 
(To Erskine.) Explain this uproar in the name o' God. 

Erskine. 

It is a bloody treason. In the Queen's face. 
The Secretary's murdered. 

Voices. 

To arms ! Treason ! 

Douglas. 
Treason to kill a fiddler! 
(Hubbub renewed: cries of '^Doug/as** and " Gordon^) 

Huntley. 
Quiet, you dogs, quiet ! Marry, I'll thrash you knaves ! 

Douglas. 

. . . 'Tis a rare din ! 
As if the tower of Bel were being built; 
And all the men had quarrelled frantically, 
And did vituperate and fiercely swear 
Against each other's worth. 

Huntley. 

Peace, I say ! 
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Douglas. 

Silence hath perished with your Rizzio. 
If you will consecrate your lungs to peace 
For a brief moment, 1*11 explain to you. 

Huntley. 
Now, Douglas, speak. 

Douglas. 

Hear then, the Queen is safe. 
{Shouts of ^^ Long live the Queen/*') 
Rizzio is dead — ^that's granted ; but, good friends. 
It is no loss for you to moan about. 
His health was bad for your health; his success 
Administered to your adversity; 
He plotted to insure your slavery, — 
To sell your souls and bodies to the pope. 

Some. 
Down wi' the pope! 

Others. 
To the Devil wi' the pope! 

Douglas. 

Hark you, good friends, you have my sympathy. 
The true Evangel was in jeopardy; 
For sacred liberty we struck the blow. 
And with that blow have shattered tyranny : 
The servile shall not lord it o'er the free. 

Huntley. 
{Aside.) This "liberty" hath precious advocates! 

Douglas. 

Therefore be calm, most worthy citizens. 
Seeing that we have laboured for your good, 
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And nowise for our private benefit. 
But if it will relieve your consciences, 
Know that the King was privy to the deed- 



{Renewed excitement.) 

Fleming. 
Zounds, no! 

Huntley. 
The King! 

Douglas. 

The King, my lords ; and if a doubt be raised, 
We have his Grace's written bond for it. 
Content you, therefore, honest citizens; 
Content you, and go home in happy peace. 

Huntley. 
I would hear more o' this. 

Fleming. 

And so would I. 
'Tis food for fancy — ^large supply of it. 

Huntley. 

And matter of enduring consequence. 
Mark, a whole litter of iniquities. 
Of monstrous forms and grisly visages. 
Shall spring from this strange deed. 

Fleming. 

I would hear more o't. 

Huntley. 

Go home, good people; we will see to this. 
{To Douglas.) Come to my chamber. 
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Scene II. — Holyrood House : the Supper-roam— The Q}j^^^ 
is discovered lying insensible on the couch^ the French 
physician bending at her side applying restoratives^ the 
Countess of Argyle and Mary Livingstone helping 
— Darnley stands by^ nervous and anxious. 

Countess. 
. . . Her colour comes again. 

Mary L. 
See, see, monsieur, her Grace's lips move. 

{Enter Ruthven.) 

Physician. 
Stand back, ladies: nature wants air. 

Ruthven. 

Be it an ant, be it an elephant. 
How doth her Grace, good doctor? 

Physician. 

Now she breathes freely. 

Ruthven. 

More than I can do: 
I can but gasp, sir, — scarce have breath enough 
To animate the small anatomy 
Of a wood-louse. 

Physician. 

{To Mary L.) Give me the smelling-salts. 

Ruthven. 
{Aside,) O that your smelling-salts 
Could touch the roots of this dire malady ! 

Darnley. 
She wakes: the danger's o'er. 

Physician. 

Courage, madam ! 
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Countess. 

{To Darnley.) Alas, my lord, she wakes to misery: 
YouVe much to answer for. 

Darnley. 

I did not do it: 
I protest. Countess 

RUTHVEN. 

Sir, sir, sir — fie! 
rm sitting here. 

Darnley, 
I did not mean 

RUTHVEN. 

Then what the devil did you mean? 

Darnley. 
I did not kill the man. 

RUTHVEN. 

You had him killed, tho' : eh ? DPesf ce pas 9 
My lord, I fear the explanation 
Damns the explainer quite. 

Queen. 

Where am I? 

Physician. 
In your own palace, madam. 

Mary L. 

And I'm at your side. 
You know me? I am Mary Livingstone. 

Queen. 
You're Mary — ^What has happened? Where am I? 

Countess. 

O pity! 
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Mary L. 

Dear madam, Holyrood. 

Queen. 

Was there a quarrel? 
Speak: why are you silent? 

Mary L,. 

Gentle madam 

Queen. 

{Seeing Ruthven.) Ruthven! What do you here? 

Ha, sir! 
I know, — I know, — I know ! 

Mary L. 
{Tenderly embracing the Queen.) Sweet mistress ! 

^ Queen. 

I know, Mary : these two are murderers ! 

Ruthven. 
{To Darnley.) My lord, this room grows hot. 

Darnley. 

Humph, it will cool. 
Ruthven. 

Do you like it? For I don't: the heat fries me. 
I 'am disposed to rise and take to heel — {Rising,) 
That's if I might 

Queen. 
Poor Rizzio, dead! 

Ruthven. 

Troth, madam, not a shade of doubt in it. 
{Aside,) (A lie is not a thing to sit upon.) 
As dead as a stufifed monkey: that's the truth. 

Queen 
O ruffian, you shall dearly pay for this ! 
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RUTHVEN. 

May or may not ; it does not fear me much : 
A magpie should not cost a mighty price. 
But, madam, 'twas my lord designed the deed : 
To him the meed is due. 

Darnley. 

No, no! 

RuTHVEN. 

*Sdeath, aye ! To you ! 

Queen. 

Hear them, great God ! 
One charges; one denies. I dare assert 
That both are liars in adversity. 

Rxtthven. 
Marry, my lord, we have the worst of this. 

Queen. 

{To Ruthven.) Thou Sin in armour ! (To Darnley.) 
Vile and cruel slave ! 

Ruthven. 

My lord, I grant this is uncomfortable. 
Her words are hotter than the glowing sparks 
That dart from the reeling anvil; her very glance 
Bites like a Spanish blister. 

Queen. 

You shall know biting ! 

Ruthven. 

By heavens, 1 have it : pardon, your Grace ; 
This is a flaming sickness. (Seating himself,) 
A truce to ceremony. For God's sake, drink ! 

Queen. 
Ha, ha, drink ! 
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RUTHVEN. 

Yea, give me drink : I bum. 
(A page presents him with wine^ which he greedily drinks!) 

Queen. 
Is this your sickness? 

RUTHVEN. 

Shield your Grace from it ! 

madam, Hell hath lodging in my flesh. 

Queen. 

Tis but your due. Kind Mercy's blessed self 
Might pass you by upon the other side ; 
Nor feel one touch of hallowed sympathy. 
Did bony-fingered Famine clutch your throat. 

RUTHVEN. 

Bear with me, madam ; I'm a marked man. 

Marry, what matter ! We are all marked men. 

Yet Death will have a sorry feast on me : 

I've done him there. . . . 

But, gracious madam — absit invidia^ 

We would propone defences for our deed. 

The thing that's done is for the nation's weal; 

And if I may be bold before your Grace, 

Makes for your Grace's peace and happiness. 

Queen. 

Robustious honesty I This knave spills blood 
In sheer devotion to the nation's health. 
And to promote our peace and happiness ! 
This liar is a stern patriot ! 

RUTHVEN. 

Lies bite the tongues of those that utter them ; 
Lies breed loquacity, I'll none o' them;. 

1 hate word-mongers and word-mongering. 
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The man, 'tis true, is murdered; but I vow 
The man was murdered for your Grace's good, 
Your consort's honour and the nation's peace; 
And for the ease of certain noblemen 
Who were on terms of unkindliness 

Queen. 

Add insolence to foul hypocrisy! 
I will not hear you: hence! 

Darnley. 

He speaks the truth. 

Queen. 
You ! Do I hear you ! 

Darnley. 

You wrong me, madam. 

Queen. 

Fools still are "wronged," and loathly ruffians. 

Judas was "wronged," no doubt. The ruffian 

Hath a facility in getting "wronged"! 

Look, Countess, — 

Sin hath not left this creature decency 

To seal his lying lips upon his crime ! 

Darnley. 

That caitiff hath abusbd much your ears 
With counsels most subversive of your state. 
My blood, my honour, my nobility 

Queen. 

Your blood ! Your honour ! Your nobility ! 
One of these days this very handsome lord 
Will be a frog i* the Stygian Whirlpool! 

RUTHVEN. 

Yea, by the Rood, we have the worst of this. 
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Queen, 
... As for you, Ruthven — 
Great God hath seen this crime from His great Throne : 
He will avenge my wrong. If not by me, 
Let Him move that which shall be born of me 
To root you out with your posterity, 
And hunt you down with vengeance pitiless, 
And chase your hated race into their graves, 
Timeless, dishonoured, bloody ! 

Ruthven. 
Here's cursing piping-hot and peppery ! 

Queen. 
May God's curse follow you! 

Ruthven. 
Caritas fro amove Dei^ madam ! 

Queen. 

May God's curse blight you both . . . 
Blast you and scorch you . . . 

(Sinking exhausted upon the couch,) 
Ruthven. 

A notable proud spirit struggles there. 

Mary L. 
Withdraw, my lords : 'twill ease her majesty. 

Darnley. 

(Aside.) I've gone too far; here's too much misery. 
And she's the paragon of loveliness. 

Ruthven. 

Her Grace exceeds the Psalmist; yea, outstrips 

Bishop Ernulphus— that celebrity 

Who made the Devil blink . . . 

In hearkening to her majesty's discourse. 

We lap the torrid flames of Phlegethon, 

We feel Inferno's pains pinching our flesh. 

6 
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Mary L. 
Withdraw, my lords, I do beseech of you. 

RUTHVEN. 

Yea, yea, let us withdraw. 

Physician. 

Her Grace needs rest. 

RUTHVEN. 

Rage being cooled, reason may have her say. 

But, sir, the palace must be guarded close. 

If she escape, it means a ci^l war ; 

And the first devil being exorcised. 

This crazy commonwealth shall be possessed 

By seven devils fouUer than the first 

Darnley. 
{Aside.) I have plunged in too deeply. 

RUTHVEN. 

Alack, alack ! 
I see a storm frowning deathfuUy, 
Charged wi' blue flames and sulphur, o'er this State. 

Darnley. 
Time and we'll scatter it. 

Ruthven. 

{Aside,) Twill scatter you, perchance. 
We'll hence, my lord. 

{Exeunt Darnley and Ruthven.) 

Physician. 
Rest, rest, madam. 

Queen. 

Poor hapless Rizzio ! 
Slain for your honest service, was it not !— 
A crime to make the wintry clouds weep blood, 
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And freeze the tears of pity into darts 
To stab his murderers. O me, O me! 
But I must bid a long adieu to tears. 
Countess, what think you of my husband — that gay 
lord? 



Countess. 



Dear madam ! 



Queen. 

. . . From low degree 
I raised him to an equal state with mine, 
And clothed him with the prime authority. 
For him I have forsaken counsellors, 
And stood between him and his enemies. 
I've tried to hide his vices from my sight, 
And think of them as youth's mad fellowship 
To be disbanded at a riper day. 
I've tried to find in his accomplishments. 
Which are, at best, but gilded fopperies, 
Large promise of a man that was to be. 
I've ta'en his taunts, revilings, mockeries, 
And hidden them within the shrine of love — 
For, mark you. Countess, I did love him well : 
And for an earnest of his thankfulness. 
This murder! 

Countess. 
Base, base ingratitude ! 

Queen. 

By the Rood, sister, by the Holy Rood, 
A viper's bite were balsam to this hurt ! 
Hide your face, Heaven,— yet I speak the truth, 
The sweetness all is turned to bitterness. 
The milk to gall, the honey to mildew; 
Yea, love is curdled into deadly hate, 
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And deadly hatred seems but piety! 
O, Mother Virgin ! 

Countess, 

Nay, madam, pause ! 

Queen. 

May every sigh of anguish I have breathed 

Be turned into a flame to shrivel him; 

May every tear of sorrow I have wept 

Be changed into a baleful poison drop, 

To steep his cruel heart in agony! 

But we lose time . . . 

Grief clear the way for vengeance ! Carry hence 

Our message to the Provost — my commands 

To muster speedily the citizens — 

But why those looks? 

Countess. 
Madam, you know not yet 

Queen. 
How now, how now! Some further devilry? 

Countess. 

A guard is mounted at this very door; 
The palace is beleaguered. 

Queen. 

Devils ! 
But we come here to strive with devilry : 
Yet, yet, I'll baffle them . . . 
My sires were warrior kings : their line goes back 
Into the mists of dim antiquity. 
I am their royal daughter; I am Queen 
E'en from my cradle . . . 
Shall I be vanquished or a vanquisher? 
Mine instinct is to vanquish : I will try. 
Mayhap 111 daunt them ; blood for blood shall flow ! 
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Physician. 
Madam, your Grace needs rest; sots tranquUle! 

Queen. 

This is a heart to nurse tranquillity ! 
Rest for the weary; action for the strong. 

Physician. 
Madam, you have no strength. 

Queen. 

IVe stores of strength 
To baffle and confound mine enemies. 

Physician. 

Your strength deceives your Grace; it is false strength, 
O madam, rest ! 

Queen. 

When it is earned, doctor. 
In my poor head there is a tumult now 
That mocks at rest. I am a prisoner! 
The Queen of Scotland is a prisoner 
In the hands o' her subjects! Thought full of rest ! 
Nay, doctor, — 

My brain hath need to turn artificer 
And frame devices for fair liberty. 
Sweet liberty, adorbd liberty. 

Countess. 
If you be patient, madam 

Queen. 

Patient! Sit in flames 
And I'll preach patience to you ! O Countess, 
Kindness lacks wisdom sometimes. Could I command 
Foot against foot, force against force! . . . 'Tis vain. 
What if we meet the smiler with a smile ? 
The vilbun with demure-faced villany? 
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The hypocrite with loathed hypocrisy ? 
Assume the injured angel ! O Heavens, 
Well may the preachers flout at wickedness, 
E'en prosperous wickedness, since to be prosperous 
It needs must borrow from the armoury 
Where Virtue keeps her weapons ; — ^but I'll do it ! 
Be 't fell as Sodom's apples, I will do it : 
I'll pluck forbidden fruit to taste — 
Hark ! {Increasing noise and shouts from the outside 
of the palace,) A clamour! 

Countess. 

The town-guard ! {Rushing to the window and throw- 
ing it up,) Help ! 

Shouts from below. 
Long live the Queen ! 

Queen. 

{Also rushing to the window.) Save me. Provost ! 
Help! 

{Enter in hot haste Darnley and Ruthven. Darnley 
seizes the Queen as she reaches the open window,) 

Darnley. 

Stay, madam ! 

Queen. 
Rescue ! Help ! 



ACT II 

Scene \,— Holy rood House : the Queen's apartments. The 
Queen discovered alone^ listening intently. 

Queen. 

. . . All over; no relief. 
Silence comes down ; I'm in captivity, 
Deprived even of my women; ignorant 

Of what I'm driven to ! 

Felons accursed, may the spotted plague 

Ravin upon you ! May Beelzebub 

Feed you with curses everlastingly I 

I'm here, they think, gasping in impotence : 

Soft! Soft, my friends! . . . 

What if I bring a wile to bear on you? 

I am a fowler; I can lime a twig 

That a fool may stick to : peace, my heart ! 

How shall I do it? . . . 

There are some falsehoods that we cannot paint, 

E'en with the faintest show of truthfulness, — 

As when a woman suffering mortal wrong, 

That fiercely calls for mortal punishment, 

Smileth angelic pardon : that's a fool 

Who takes the pardon in sincerity. — 

Footsteps! {intently listening), 'Tis he. — 

Now by the Principalities and Powers 

That deal in evil, I will try mine art. 

83 
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{Enter Darnley. The Queen casts a scornful look at him^ 
under which he appears to wince^ and then turns con- 
temptuously away from him,) 

Darnley. 

God prosper you, God ever keep your Grace 
In honour, health and all felicity. 

Queen. 

You! 
It was a prayer, too, or like a prayer. 

Darnley. 
In all my prayers 

Queen. 

In all your prayers 1 
Faith, they must be like devil's orisons — 
That's worse than none at all. 

Darnley. 

Yet in them all 
I mingle highest wishes for your Grace. 

Queen. 

That's precious, precious ! 'Tis an honest soul ! 
The fervent prayers of the righteous man 
Do much avail in the great Judgment-Hall : 
Are you a righteous man? 

Darnley. 

You speak in scorn. 

Queen. 

Do you try to be? (He's a good man that tries.) 
You do not give the slightest countenance 
To any of the seven deadly sins, — 
To covetise, wrath, murder — ? 
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Darnley. 

I know your meaning. 

Queen. 

Do you quarrel with it ? No ? Then, fair sir, 

Spare me your prayers! Look, — where's your dagger? 

The sheath is empty, 

Darnley. 
{Aside,) Douglas did this. 

Queen. 
In thought and deed you are a murderer. 

Darnley. 
Not so, I swear : this hand is innocent. 

Queen. 

The mind's the coward and the murderer. 
Out of my presence ! 

Darnley. 

If wrong be done, 'tis wrong; 
I make a free confession to your Grace : 
But I myself have suffered heinously. 

Queen. 

Go to your masters who employed you 

To do this murdei: : they will set you right. 

Darnley. 

My " masters " ! • . . Well, have it so ! 
But know the cause of this conspiracy — 
I'm bold to call it by its rightful name : 
If you will listen, I'll be plain with you. 

Queen. 

I am in training with long-sufferance ; 
I'll listen to you : let the tale be short. 
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Darnley. 

The promise of our happy nuptials 
Hath not been answered 

Queen. 

No, sir, not quite ! 

Darnley. 
I've lacked fair treatment from your majesty. 

Queen. 

Coram Domino in conscientia 6ona? 
Who would have thought it ! 

Darnley. 

Not only I say this : 
It is the voice of many noblemen. 
Whose lives are at the service of your Grace. 

Queen. 
Good subjects are kings' treasures and delight. 

Darnley. 

Those are good subjects : they beheld with grief 
Your slender entertainment of their prince; 
And, need I mention it, they saw with shame 
The chiefest honours of the Commonwealth 
Bestowed upon a base adventurer, — 
The sinuous, tortuous, craven Rizzio : 
Aye, madam — do not frown upon me thus — 
They saw him win your Grace's confidence 
By wriggling methods; and possess your ear 
With counsels most destructive of your state. 
Their honour and their ancient dignities. 
Nor was I blind to it 

Queen. 
(Aside,) Restrain me, God ! 
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Darnley. 
I grieve you, madam, but the tale is short. 
Prompted by Nature's right of self-defence. 
They did decree the fell of Rizzio 

Queen. 
{Aside.) Hell-hounds! 

Darnley. 

And he is fallen. 

Queen. 

{Aside.) How shall I take it? 

Darnley. 

Thus my offence is sprung from much offence; 
And that offence I plead in my defence. 
There's the whole truth of it. 

Queen. 

Is that the whole? 
A pretty story ! Somewhat bloody, tho' ! 
Might serve a ballad-maker. 

Darnley. 

But, dear madam. 
And will your Grace allow 't? Sweet madam, 
I crave your pardon for the violence 
Attending on that riddance; which, I trow, 
Fell out much contrary to our intent 

Queen. 
{Making a great effort to be calm,) 
My lord, I will be very plain with you : 
I did not think to speak to you again 
With any phrase of gentle courtesy. 

Darnley. 

Say not so, madam : that were maddening ! 
I have offended loving you too much- 
Deeming that Rizzio 
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Queen. 

Let the dead rest. 

Darnley. 



I ask your pardon. 



Queen. 

You ask my pardon? 
Well, let me tell you, you have need of it; 
For from that deed sprung, you would say, from love, 
I have rubbed shoulders with mortality : 
Not I alone, but the poor innocent babe. 
Heir of my honours and two monarchies. 

Darnley. 
My offence is great. 

Queen, 

Outstripping mercy. 
One fiddled to the tune of burning Rome : 
Have you not mocked at my calamities; 
Gloated upon my straitest miseries; 
Made it ambition to degrade my crown ; 
And underneath our sacred palace-roof 
Committed murder? . . . 
Yea, you are made a tool of! Mark, my lord. 
Their talk is much of God and Right and Wrong ; 
Of Order and Religion in the State ; 
Of Judgment, Holy Wrath, Idolatry ! 
'Tis naught but words ; you are deceived by them ; 
You are enslaved by words : thus knaves trap fools. 
To gratify their sinful vanity. 
And make a feast for their rapacity. 
They plan and perpetrate their works of shame 
Under the cloak of your authority. 
Lo, stealthy murder rises at their hest. 
Invades our chamber in the solemn night, 
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Makes bare her blood-splashed arm in our sight 
And revels in damned deeds in front of us — 
Behind the shield oi your authority ! 

Darnley. 
Forgive me, madam. 

Queen. 

My heart, the while, 
Bursting with mighty grief and terror-throbs ; 
And you, who should have stood by me, stand by 
Regardless of my choking agony. 
Hounding on murder ! I have witnessed it : 
I do aver Great God hath witnessed it. 

Darnley. 
I do repent me; but forgive me, madam. 

Queen, 
Can I forgive you! 

Darnley. 

For I am deceived: 
I crave you pardon. 

Queen. 

"Pardon"! "Pardon"! 
They say the very devils may repent: 
Are you repentant? 

Darnley. 

I am repentant. 

Queen. 
How shall I know it? 

Darnley. 
Know it? 

Queen. 

Aye, sir. 
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Darnley. 
What proof is wanted ? 

Queen. 

That is to the point: 
Restore my maids to me. 

Darnley. 

Take that for done. 

Queen. 

And next, my lord — nay, do not wince at it! — 
Disjoin yourself from the confederacy 
Of Ruthven and his horde of murderers. 

Darnley. 
That will take time and careful reckoning. 

Queen. 
Next, help me to regain my liberty. 

Darnley. 
Hush ! If they hear that word ! 

Queen. 

Lest they should hear. 
This way. (Exeunt) 

Scene II. — Another room in the Palace, Enter Both- 
well. 

bothwell. 
Redemptio est nulla ab Inferno: 
The King is lost for aye. Magicians, 
Witches and conjurors and cozeners,^ 
Were they assisted by infernal art. 
Could not restore her favour to that youth. 
She throws kind looks on me, — 
Not without claims upon her sympathy, 
And not without ambition in my blood. 
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He was lord Darnley — a proper man, 

If outward shape and show were everything ; 

But outward show ! Children can gibe at it ! 

The spirit is the better part of us ; 

And his, most knavish, waspish, cruel, mean. 

(Enter Huntley, hastily,) 

Huntley. 

Here's more iniquity than Solomon 
Pent in the brazen bowl. 

BOTHWELL. 

How now? 

Huntley. 

They keep 
Her majesty in close captivity, 
Deprived of all attendants — e'en her maids : 
At such a time as this, 'twill be her death. 

BOTHWELL. 

Ruthven and Douglas look to 't ! Precious knaves ! 
O, they are devils, both ! Mid all the brood 
Of Lilis, Adam's ill-starred progeny, — 
The winged, aquatic, or terrestrial. 
They'd take the precedence for ugliness!' 
Is the King with them? 

Huntley. 

So it appears; and more — 
To-morrow are expected to arrive 
Moray and other rebels from the South, 
Who are reputed hand and glove with them. 

BOTHWELL. 

Shrewd news^ i' faith : what do you think of it ? 
I have a grudge to Moray; he to me. 
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We may not stand in close proximity, 
Lest the commingling of unfriendly looks 
Generate fire betwixt us. And you, my lord? 

Huntley. 

Each Gordon is a sworn enemy 
To that sour fellow. 

BOTHWELL, 

I know it: knowing it. 
It seems that we are called to meditate 
Matters of life and death. Twere wise, methinks, 
To quit these leaguered walls of Holyrood, 
And take ourselves into the provinces. 

Huntley. 
Twere wise. 

Bothwell. 

Come on. 

Huntley. 

But then, these leaguered walls? 

Bothwell. 

I know them : follow me. {Exeunt) 

Scene III.— Another room in the Palace — Rizzio's body 

lying in a corner, 

(Enter Adam and Peter — the latter with hesitation 

and fear.) 

Peter. 
(Starting back.) There he lies i' the corner. 

Adam. 
Weel, man, it's nae goblin. 

Peter. 

Jesu, Mercy ! 
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Adam. 

{Surveying the body.) 

" Great Julius that tribut gat of aw. 
His winning was in Scotland but fu' smaw." 

Davie Rizzio has had nae better luck. 

Peter. 
Is he deid? 

Adam. 

The hair o' your held, man, need na rise into prickles 
owre him. He*ll bite nae mair, FU warrant you ! 

Peter. 
Quid Lordy save us ! 

Adam. 

Hech, sirs, hoo has the Knave Death checkmated the 
fool, Rizzio, and spoilt his tongue for singin' ! A wearer 
o' brave claes, an eater o' denty meats, a drinker o' 
spiced drinks; and here's himseV turned into a run for 
insecks 1 Gramercy, it's a lesson to a' fools and a caution 
to honest men. 

Peter. 

The saunts peety us! 

Adam. 
Great Guidness, here's been a scalin' o' red pent! 

Peter. 
The Virgin pray for us ! 

Adam. 

''And out and cam the thick, thick bluid. 
And out and cam the thin ; 
And out and cam the bonny heart's bluid, 
There was nae life left in." 

My Lord King, my Lord Morton, my Lord Ruthven, 

c 
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you deil, Douglas— they a' rin in the same leash — Foh ! 
It's the warst company o' Christians I've kent for a 
very lang time past. 

Peter. 
I cannae bide it! 

Adam. 

Whaf s this ? By St Andrew's banes, look here ! The 
King's dagger ! A' bluidy ! 

Peter. 
Lord, hae mercy on us! 

Adam. 

Yin o' Cain's young brithers, truly ! (Examining the 
^gg^') O that a prince should be a blackguard ! His 
very ain! Did nae I tell you, Peter, every man to his 
trade : the dancer to his dancin' ; the fiddler to his fiddle. 
(He lays the dagger on a table.) Come, a hand. My 
Italian freend, you want naething mair noo in this world 
than Christian burial. 

Peter, 
Kind saunts ! 

Adam. 

You shiverin' gowk, come on ! There's nae mair brains 
in your heid than in a sheep's stammack. 

(Enter Darnley, Ruthven, Morton and Douglas.) 

Douglas. 

Ho, vilkuns, quick ! Remove the carrion. 

(Exeunt Adam and Vfi^er with Rizzio's body.) 
. . . Faith, sirs, we need 
No witch's "charm for tacitumitie " : 
Here's speaking silence — silence clamorous. 
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Darnley. 

The air is thick with ghosts and goblins damned: 
Let us go hence. 

RUTHVEN. 

Ne'er shudder, man ! Such fears 
Argue your deed is bad; and bad deeds, sir, 
Are the most fertile, curst, progenitors 
Of damned ghosts and goblins. 

Douglas. 

{To Darnley.) Look, my lord, 
Your weapon. {Taking up the dagger and presenting it 
to him,) 

Darnley. 

Put it away. 

Douglas. 

'Tis yours, my lord. 

RUTHVEN. 

But, sirs, be brief. In three respects, I ween, 

I'm like Tithonus that we read about. 

Shrunken, decrepid, aged; in a fourth. 

He had the better of me — made to bear 

A senile, bloodless immortality, — 

If that were better ; but my time is short. 

The fateful Atropos now peers at me. 

And lifts her shears to snip my thread of life. 

Therefore be brief, I say, and to the point. 

Douglas. 

Tis inspiration speaks in fewest words : 
Babble is copious. 

RUTHVEN. 

The fact is 
We have hooked too great a fish. 
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Douglas. 

A whale, a whale ! 

RUTHVEN. 

She'll break away from us. 

Darnley. 

Fear not, we'll land her, — 
If you be wise and give her line enough ; 
But a taut line will break : I warn you. 

RUTHVEN. 

Plainly, my lord, declare your policy. 

Darnley. 

Yours will not work : of that I'm confident. 

You scruple even to send back her maids ! 

To all intents, you keep her prisoner ! 

By the divinity that lives in kings, 

Her proud mind will not brook this violence. 

RUTHVEN. 

Faith, a bad oath to swear by. Believe me, sir. 
Men now dispute divinity in kings 
More than in other people. 

Darnley. 

A churlish age ! 

RUTHVEN. 

No age of pretty tunes and fiddlesticks ! 

Darnley. 

Her proud mind will not brook the insolence 
Wherewith we have besmirched her dignity, 
Unless we do efface it speedily, 
By kindness and concessions politic. 
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RUTHVEN, 

I fear it; yea, we are in evil plight; 
Our zeal hath eaten our discretion up. 
Free or in bonds, her name is Nemesis. 

Darnley. 
Say not so. 

RUTHVEN. 

I say it; I believe it. 
Her very curses pierced me to the quick : 
She banned my race, withal, — hung my name up 
And stormed // with curses ! O she was fierce ! 
The Queen, the woman, the demoniac. 
Combined within her to overwhelm us: 
She blazed and scorched like lightning. 

Darnley. 

A hot mood! 
Her wrath dies with the riot of her speech : 
It flames and perishes. If you be wise, 
Concede and conquer. 

Douglas. 

Concede and hang, sirs ! 
That's my view of it. 

Darnley. 

No, no, my cousin! 
The Queen is more disposed to smile than frown : 
You wrong her, Douglas, most unrighteously. 

Douglas. 

Her Grace is subtle: with a winning smile. 
She will make sheep of us and clip our wool. 
And place our necks in vile contrivances 
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Darnley. 
Ah, you do wrong her most outrageously! 

RUTHVEN. 

O she will rain hot fuel on our heads; 
Consign us to the dreadful torture-house ; 
And visit wi' the torments o' the damned 
Every offender 'gainst her dignity. 

Darnley. 

In sooth, you wrong her. Gentle is her blood, 
And gentle is the current of her thoughts— 

RUTHVEN. 

Stop! Who comes here? 

(Enter Lindsay.) 

Lindsay. 

News, gentlemen. 
Bothwell and Huntley shy at Holyrood: 
They've fled the palace. 

Douglas. 

So, so ! We're badly bit ! 

RUTHVEN. 

Explain their flight. 

Lindsay. 

They have escaped 
Through an unguarded window in the North. 

Morton. 

And yet they seemed to talk contentedly, 

With satisfaction not equivocal, 

Of the discharge we gave to Rizzio. 

RUTHVEN. 

Gilt farthings, sirs, gilt farthings: 'tis a coin 
Smart men pay large accounts with, frequently. 
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Douglas. 

Some three days hence, if I can guess aright, 
We'll have the Nation buzzing at our ears, 
Inquiring for the health of Rizzio. 

RUTHVEN. 

It is a tax on ingenuity 

To spill men's blood discreetly. By my faith, 

We're mere apprentices in villany; 

And we shall suffer for our handiwork 

Worse than a birchen drubbing. 

Darnley. 

You misdeem: 
A truce with the Queen's our chance. 

RUTHVEN. 

A truce with her^ 
Who in her inmost soul hath said to us 
«• Vadite ad Gehennam / " Go to ! Go to ! 

Darnley. 
What else, then? 

Douglas. 
It is hot weather truly. 

Lindsay. 
Suppose we say to >fer— " Vade ad Coelum^^'^ 

Darnley. 

2k)unds! I protest 

Lindsay. 

A speculation, sir: 
Mere speculation. 

Darnley. 

Grim pleasantry, my lord. 
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Douglas. 

Grim pleasantry ! That were a deed 

That the whole Occident would frown upon, 

And felons in the prisons blush to hear. 

RUTHVEN. 

Dead or alive, the Queen is dangerous; 
Free or a prisoner, she's dangerous. 

Douglas. 

We've raised a tempest knowing not the art 
To conjure calm again. 

Darnley. 

Concession is the word. 

RUTHVEN. 



Concession.' 



"Christ bom into Virginitie 
Succour Scotland and remeid 
That stad is in perplexitie.*' 



Morton. 
If the wise King spoke true, soft words kill wrath. 

RUTHVEN. 

Submission is a sop to tyranny : 

She'll trample us to mire. Till Moray comes. 

Let us devise devices for delay. 

Darnley. 
Forbid such thoughts ! You make too much of it : 
The Queen's a princess born, of gentle heart. 
Meet her half-way at least; restore her maids. 

Morton. 
That might be granted. 

Ruthven. 

Granting that it might? 
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Darnley. 

Her majesty will gladly treat with us: 
ril take the news. {Eagerly,) 

RUTHVEN. 

Stay, — not so hastily. 
By them she'll traffick with the noblemen 
Who are not with us in our policy. 

Morton. 

The remedy is open, — scrutinize 
All traffic with the palace. 

Darnley. 

She is true. 

Ruthven. 
I doubt, I doubt, sirs. 

Darnley. 

It will ease her smart. 

Ruthven, 

And prick our wounds. (He whispers for a moment 
with the others,) 

Morton. 

Let it be granted. 

Ruthven. 
Then, be it so. 

Darnley. 

She's a true princess. 

Ruthven. 

Then go, my lord ; and take from all of us 
Our humblest duty to her majesty. 

Darnley. 
It is a cure, I say. 



I 
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Douglas. 

May't please your Grace, 
Your medicine is sovereign like yourself: 

{Exit Darnley.) 
That is to say, it is not sovereign. 
He's too outrageous for hypocrisy; 
He has not skill to act the hypocrite. 

RUTHVEN. 

Keep ten good eyes steadily fixed on him ! 
The Queen is an enchantress : she can make 
Of substance simple, strange medicaments. 
Would Moray were from England! 

Morton. 

He should be here. 

RUTHVEN. 

We'll go and frame ourselves a horoscope 
And study aspects and declinatures. (Exeunt) 



Scene IV. — Same as Scene L The Queen at a table 
writing; Mary Livingstone standing by. 

Queen. 

If we could drain the briny Ocean dry 
We'd see strange fish, but nothing loathlier 
Than those accursM — 
But if I live, I may be quits with them. 
This for Lord Bothwell (folding a letter) — ^a right noble 
peer. 

Mary L. 
Madam, you are a living miracle: 
As troubles spring, so doth your strength increase; 
Enemies rise that you may vanquish them. 
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Queen. 

Certes, 111 try at least. I've known poor souls 

Scarcely possessed of energy enough 

To fray an insect lighted on their nose : 

Marry, methinks, I have some energy. 

This for Lord Huntley. {Folding another letter,) 

But I am weary, Mary: I am crushed 

Wi' the heart-zchQ. Headaches are passing ills. 

Mary L. 

There's heavy dolour in that malady. 
But you have hope to carry victory 
Into the centre of their citadel. 

Queen. 

Hope ? Hope ? — I know not what to think of it. 

Young hopes are sweet, but older grown, they're sour. 

I almost hate the word : speak not of it. 

But I will give you one word of advice : 

Make no engagement on the strength of hope; 

Build not a house on that foundation ! 

Or you may live to feel the grief of it. 

I've hoped, and hoped, and hoped, and built on hope, 

But the foundation sinks so ruefully — 

O it has sunk and wrecked my edifice. — 

O me, O me! {Writing and folding papers.) 

Surely some curse follows our family ! 

Slaughters, convulsions, long minorities 

Dwell ever in our House; and now to-day. 

Only my feeble hand essays the task 

That would have strained to their full tensity 

The genius, valour, strength, of Robert Bruce. 

If I could live the past years o'er again — 

Yet, who would wish to live life o'er again! 

Life is in looking forward. I'm content. 

Or rather, I will strive to be content : 
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I'll smile when Fate is frowning; 1*11 defy 
Though foeman plant his foot upon my neck — 
Brave words! I'm but a foolish woman. 
What are my smiles, what my defiance, worth, 
When my poor heart welters in misery! 
O Mary, I have missed the quiet path 
That leads to the calm vale of happiness. 

Mary L. 

God grant that you may find it : you have strength ; 
Your name is still a name to charm with; 
You are endowed with noble faculties 

Queen. 

The greatest genius unto mortals given 

Sheds little light upon the path to Heaven, 

And doth not lead with any certainty 

Unto a Paradise upon this earth. 

Indeed, it seems to me, we might possess 

So glorious a potency of vision 

That the full splendour of the mid-day sun 

Should seem to our imperial faculty 

A mere glowworm glimmer— our soul, meanwhile. 

Still drenchbd in the gall of bitterness. 

Mary L. 

Tis love is wanted. 

Queen. 

Marry, it is love ! 
Proud Lucifer, Son of the Morning, fell. 
Whose glance, perhaps, surveyed the universe : 
With godlike powers he sank in misery; 
All was awry through bankruptcy of love. 
God's Godhead is derived from wealth of love ; 
Yea, the Apostle said that God was Love, — 
John, the beloved disciple. How is it, then? 
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Is it ambition that bedims our sight, 

That shrouds our journey in obscurity, 

And makes our clear souls flounder in the gloom? 

Mary L. 

Gazing upon the far-off mountain-top, 
Ambition oft overlooks the gulf below, 
And ruinously tumbles into it. 

Queen. 

I must confess it: there do come to me, 

As I lie tossing on my sleepless couch, 

Ambitious fantasies, which chase away 

All steady, quiet, profitable thoughts. 

I sometimes think me of those meek-souled kings, — 

Jasper and Melchior and Balthasar, 

Who sought the wondrous Babe at Bethlehem, 

And brought Him gold and frankincense and myrrh. 

O theirs was true ambition, — was it not. 

Which sought with diligence that lowly Babe, 

Yet cradled in obscure humility 

And reverently bowed to Him the knee ! 

Ours is ambition of a baser sort, 

And poor the fruitage that we reap from it. 

Those borealis gleams of broken nonsense 

That shimmer through the brains of sleeping men. 

Are not more worthless than the quarry sought 

By fond ambition's paltry underlings. 

Yet do we hunt the shadows, hug the shades, 

And puff and pant on the wide, beaten track, 

With Nature's grand majority of fools : 

Wisdom expires in talk and emptiness. 

. . . Sinners and Saints! 

Bethink you what adversity can do i 

Here's Mary Stuart turned oracle ! 

We might converse with Plato, or with Paul, 

Or gruff John Knox ! Mary. 
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Mary L. 

Madam? 

Queen. 

A question: 
What do you think of me ? 

Mary L. 

Dear mistress ! 
The gayest, fairest, bravest, tenderest, 
And saddest lady in all Christendom ! 
That's what I think of you. 

Queen. 

Tis sweetly said! 
I' faith, 'tis sweetly said ! 

Mary L. 

The theme is sweet : 
Let this suffice to solve the mystery. 
To know you is to love you. 

Queen. 

Dear, dear girl ! — 
We live in evil times; and evil tongues 
Babble around us; but I have friends. 
And, certes, Mary, you are one of them. 
Who will not make of me an ill report 
O sacred friendship ! God be thanked for it ! 

{Enter Darnley.) 

Darnley. 
Dear chuck ! — 

Queen. 
{Resentfully.) Sir ! 

Darnley. 

The past is dead, is't not? 
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Queen. 
Some friends are dead : as to the cruel past 

Darnley. 

Forget it, madam: task not profitless. 
'Tis greater to forget than to remember, 
Or own the memory of Charmidas. 

Queen. 

A pleasing doctrine that, to the school-urchin, 
Whose soul is not at school! Yet, sir, I grant 
That to forget a deadly injury 
Doth more exceed the compass of mine art 
Than to remember loving services. 
Especially when that forgetfulness 
Demands oblivion of friendship's claims. 
What drug shall sweeten bitter memories? 
What, short of death, shall kill them utterly ? 

Darnley. 
Nay, frown not; smile again. 

Queen. 

Hard frost at seedtime. 
And deluges of rain when harvest comes. 
Do these bring smiles to thrifty husbandmen! 
Much less may we be merry o'er the dead. 

Darnley. 

Your Grace is sad. 

Queen. 

Both sad and sore, I ween. 
Sad is the music of departed voices 
That we shall hear no more;— 

Darnley. 

{Aside.) Still on that chord. 
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Queen. 

Sharp is the tooth of keen ingratitude : 
More cutting than the winter's icy blast 
From the frore North or the blood-freezing East, 
Blowing upon an unclad Sybarite. 

Darnley. 

{Aside.) Feelingly spoken: I was in the wrong. 
Madam, we'll change the subject: I have news. 
{Aside,) They'll sting you. 

Queen. 

News? 

Darnley. 

Moray is back from England. 

Queen. 
Our brother, Moray? 

Darnley. 

Rothes and Grange as well. 

Queen. 

{Aside.) Part o' the plot ! Part o' the roguery ! 

Ha, we are bounden to them doubtlessly. 

They are fine fellows, very honest souls. 

Our brother, Moray, and these noblemen; — 

Raising rebellion only for our good ! 

{Aside.) I would be quits wi' them ; marry, I would. — 

Sir, they are villains : what do you know of them ? 

Darnley. 

{Aside.) More than I'll tell you, faith ! {Aloud.) All 
in good time. 

Queen. 
What do you know of them ? They're devils all. 
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Darnley. 

Pr'ythee, inquire not now; suffice it thus: 
Their presence brings to us commodity. 

Queen. 

(Aside,) I see it all : I'll drag it out of him ! 

Now, by the wounds of Christ, I tell you, sir, 

I will have knowledge of this villany. 

For love of you, I chased my brother hence ; 

For hate of you, my brother had to flee; 

Now you, my brother's foe, bring back my brother 

Here is some complicated devilry: 

I would unravel it! 

Darnley. 
Restrain this passion. 

Queen. 

O, all the spirits that fell down from Heaven 

Are up against me! Black iniquity 

Marshals her squadrons round me! {Aside,) I'm a 

scold : 
And that's a crazy politician. 

Darnley. 

Let the wound heal, I would beseech of you. 
We must compose our strifes and differences, 
And live at peace with the nobility. 

Queen. 

A very Christian spirit — mild and meek : 

Pity to throw cold water over it! 

{Aside,) How amiable is concord amongst devils ! 

"We must compose our strifes and differences": 

If thus resolved, how shall we compass it ? 

Darnley. 

You must forgive your brother and the lords 
For the mishap fallen to Rizzio. 



• • • 
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Queen. 

(Aside,) Help me! (Aloud,) Why not! Why not ! 
Mercy is fair in kings. What else to do? 

Darnley. 

Restore them to their seats in Parliament, 
And to their places at your Council-board: 
Twill bring calm weather to this stormy state. 

Queen. 
(Passionately,) You are a fool, sir! 

Darnley. 

Madam ! this to me ! 

Queen. 

A simple fool, I say it: were not you 
Invincible to reason, passion-blind. 
The puppet of false teachers, you would see 
Those villains merely make their sport of you. 

Darnley. 
Their sport of me I God's blood ! 

Queen. 

One question : 
My brother hated you? 

Darnley. 

I hated him: he, me. 

Queen. 
You know him proud, revengeful, turbulent? 

Darnley. 
If so? 

Queen. 

And most ambitious? 

Darnley. 

Truly : what of that ? 
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Queen. 

puppy-blind to ask me "what of that!" 
Do you not see it ? — But, answer me this : 
What do you hope from Moray's countenance 

That you have lacked from mine ? Nay, answer. — So ! 

Now, my lord, hear wise counsel : there are men 

Who'll freely plunge whole continents in war 

To gain a private object, or to grace 

Their own small quarrels. Moray is one of these : 

Yea, the whole band of the confederates 

Would intrigue, plot, conspire, seduce, betray. 

And pawn their precious souls to the great Devil, 

If he would only grant them coin enough 

To squander on their evil appetites. 

Now, sir, be wise; dissolve your league with them: 

If but for your own weal, come fight for me 

And for the babe that should have claims on you. 

I'll give you better wages than the thieves 

Who have stolen your fancies. — I see it, sir: 

Wisdom asserts herself: now, look you here: — 

(Taking up the letters which she has written and 
placing them before him,) 
I've written letters to these noblemen — 
Lord Bothwell, Huntley, Seton, Sutherland, — 
Look over them — 
To plan our rescue from captivity 
And call their vassals out to succour us. 
Can you deliver them by faithful hands? 

Darnley. 

1 cannot. 

Queen. 
No? 

Darnley. 

That were my death: I cannot 
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Queen. 

Come, my lord, come ! Would you be Moray's tool — 

To throw aside when he is done with you — 

Rather than risk his ire ! Fie, fie, my lord ! 

Brave heart ! Brave heart ! O when I married you, 

I thought that I was mated with — Bah ! 

We shall find means for our deliverance. 

Believe me, sir, I will not trouble you. 

{Turning away,) 

Darnley. 

Nay, do not rail on me so bitterly. 

I wish to serve you: I do love you still. 

Despite the cruel thoughts you have of me. 

Queen. 

*^ Still " do you love me ! 'Tis a pleasing word ; 
But why should it be "still"? Resolve me this: 
What have I done to ruffle married peace? — 
I know it baffles you; but this I know: 
Offences march in squadrons from your side. 
Armed cap-d-pie against my happiness. 
Against my dignity, my sovereignty. 
Yea, sir, against my life. Is it denied? 

Darnley. 
I'll give my life for your deliverance 

Queen. 

{Aside.) That's a poor oflfering. {Aloud,) What ? Is it 
true? 

Darnley. 
Madam, I swear it is the hallowed truth. 

Queen. 
You say what you do mean, mean what you say? 
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Darnley, 

I do abjure the lords. 

Queen. 

Think twice of it. 
Eschew haphazard speeches: ill-judged haste 
Demands repentance at a later day. 

Darnley. 
I do abjure them. 

Queen. 

Most truthfully? Swear! 

Darnley. 
By the most sacred oath — Christ's Passion. 

Queen. 



Good 



Darnley. 
Then there is peace betwixt us? 

Queen. 



There is peace. 



Darnley. 
I am your servant. {Kissing her hand.) 

Queen. 

We*ll have sport wi' them ! — 
Now then, take hence our letters instantly. 
I pine to be enfranchised of these halls ; 
To sniff the air of freedom once again, 
Although it be on moor or mountain-side. 
You will be careful with them, and alert? 

Darnley. 

My care shall weigh against their gravity. 
But, madam, now, methinks, 'twere politic 
To grant the lords a friendly interview? 
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Queen. 

A friendly interview? 

Darnley. 

Tis what they seek. 

Queen. 

A friendly interview with murderers! 
O it is sweet ! But I'm. a prisoner ; 
And prisoners, like beggars, may not choose. 
So let it be, then : grant the interview. 

Darnley. 

We must pursue our course and trim our sails 
According to the breezes : we must work 
Upon the footing of necessity. 

Queen. 

Evil necessity ! Strange things are done 
Upon the footing of necessity : 
Necessity and goodness dwell apart 

my soul hates dissembling! But I vow 
That with these men, I'll make exceptions : 

1 will not see Lord Ruthven. Be the cost 
The price of precious liberty itself, 

I will not see him : do not alter that, 
Or hope to change my resolution. 

Darnley. 
I'll do your work. 

Queen. 

Thanks; handle it gently. 

Darnley. 

Trust me, dear madam. {Exit Darnley.) 

Queen. 

Fool ! And poor wretch ! 
Contempt and pity are the meed most due 
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For this new-born zeal to work for us. — 

Sancta Maria^ virgo virginum/ 

How shall I meet my brother ! One thing I know : 

Were he endued with any modesty, 

He'd blush to meet his sister. O Mary, 

The Tolbooth never held a prisoner 

More worthy of the executioner 

Than my false brother. Yet it may be 

(Granting I had my freedom on the spot) 

Severity might prove impolitic. 

Wisdom befriend us! O there are such things 

As moles and wens and large disfigurements, 

Deforming much the goodly human face. 

Which to cut out might cost the patient's life, 

Or sorely wreck his constitution : 

So is it with the body of the State. 

We've need of wisdom : Heaven grant to us 

A favourite's portion of the precious stufif. 

Scene V. — The Presence Room — The Queen and the 

Earl of Moray discovered. 

Queen. 
The heart goes with the treason ; doth it not ? 

Moray. 

You have misdeemed me, much unmerciful. 
Truth, sister, I have pitied your estate 
And wondered at the fate that severed us. 
Believe me, I would act a brother's part : 
It is my first ambition. 

Queen. 

Sister and Brother ! 
Sweet confiding words ! 
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Moray. 

Still you misdeem me. 

Queen. 

Am I to blame, my lord? O surely not. 
God knows I trusted you : what is the coin 
With which you have repaid my confidence? 
Is it not stamped with treason? 

Moray. 

I but opposed 
Your marriage with my lord of Darnley, 
As dangerous to yourself and to the State. 

Queen. 
Twas your opinion. 

Moray. 

Has the event 
Declared me in the right or in the wrong? 

Queen. 

You reason falsely. Did he foresee events, 
A clown might sit and counsel Solomon. 

Moray. 
Truly. But in my view 

Queen. 

The case was thus : 
Your wise opinion was at odds with mine; 
For that you warred on my authority. 
Was it not treason? 

Moray. 

I rose in self-defence 
Against your husband, madam, who, I knew, 
Had sworn grievous oaths against my life. 
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Queen. 

Brother, let it rest there. 

Moray. 

Yet, 1*11 confess. 
In execution of my policy 
Some things were done whereof I do repent. 

Queen. 
All need repentance. 

Moray. 

Bygones be bygones; 
Bury deep the past. 

Queen. 
If it were buried ! 

Moray. 
Let there be peace amongst us evermore. 

Queen. 
That were a triumph; a defeat to sin. 

Moray. 

There's nothing worth the name of victory. 
Unless it be the victory o'er sin. ' 

Queen. 
(Aside,) 'Tis devout talk at least — very devout ! 
Most admirable doctrine ! Yes, my lord, 
Methinks you're in the right ; let there be peace : 
(Aside,) If only to obtain my liberty. 

Moray. 

Wisely resolved and generously said. 

Then, madam, it stands thus : we, on our part, 

Promise obedience to your majesty. 

Such as to loving subjects appertains. 

Queen. 
I'll welcome it : I'll gladly welcome it. 
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Moray. 

Whilst for all past offences, on your part, 
You freely undertake to grant to us 
An act of absolute remission ? 

Queen. 
Prepare, good brother, your assurances. 

Moray. 

Then it is well ; and settled easily : 
Your Grace will see the lords? 

Queen. 

Still with exceptions : 
I will not look on Ruthven friendUwise. 

Moray. 
Think better of it. 

Queen. 
Tis a gem too rough. 

Moray. 
'Tis not a polished diamond— that I grant. 

Queen. 

The polished diamond tells its own bright tale 
Even to the ignorant. 

Moray. 

But in the rough, 
Only the skilful know the gem's true worth. 

Queen, 

With your permission, I'll remain unskilled 
In gems like Ruthven. 

Moray. 

Your pleasure, madam. 

{Retiring.) 
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Queen. 

We await you here. {Exit Moray.) 

Aha, my brother, 
Shatter Tantallon with a goose's egg ! 
You have not scaled my walls. 

{Enter Mary Livingstone) 

Mary L. 

News ! News ! 

Queen. 
Speak, girl. 

Mary L. 

Here is a scheme on foot 
To compass your deliverance to-night. 

{Presenting a paper, ^ 
It has been secretly conveyed to me 
From my Lord Seton. 

Queen. 

{Reading it,) lorj^ joy, dear maid! 
But hush ! . . . 

{Enter Moray, Darnley, Morton and others^ 

Moray. 

.. . . 'Tis done, your Grace. 

By mutual kindness and concessions. 

By travail for the common good of all, 

Our civil sores are healed: praise God for it. 

Lindsay. 
A notable good work for one and all. 

Queen. 

In token of renewed amity. 
My lords, I drink to you. 

{Taking a cup of wine and touching it with her lips,) 
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Douglas. 

{To Morton.) Her Grace hath skill to gild Ben 

Cruachan 
With a groat's worth of gold : I have my fears. 

Moray. 

We gladly thank your Grace: now shall kind Peace 
Dwell once again amongst us, and bring down 
Her happy blessings on this Commonwealth. 

Douglas. 
(Aside,) A stackyard in a straw: I like it not. 

Queen. 

God grant it may, my lord; God grant it may: 
The land has need of it 

Moray. 

Yea, thirsts for it, — 
E'en as a fever-parchbd patient thirsts 
For cooling waters. But with your Grace's leave, — 
We will withdraw. 

Queen. 

Brother, you have our leave. — 
I'll to my rest, for I am weary, sirs. 
The past day's doings — but stay, a word, my lords. 
I would be mistress of my halls again. 
Withdraw your servants out of Holyrood: 
Restore their charge to mine. 

(Some confusion among them.) 

Douglas. 

{To Morton.) The sting's i' the tail : 
I've said it, sirs. 
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Queen. 

{Haughtily.) How look you, gentlemen! 
May I command, or do I seek a boon? 
Shall not my palace walls be free to me ! 

Morton. 
Honour be ever to your majesty ! 

Queen. 
{Aside.) By Heaven's grace ! . . . 

Morton. 

But, madam, 'tis a thing most delicate, 
Seeing remission is not granted yet 
By any binding, legal instrument, 

Darnley. 

Enough, my lord ! A legal instrument ! 
I'll act as keeper to her majesty. 

Moray. 

Enough, enough ! In loyal confidence. 
Your majesty's commands shall be obeyed : 
We look upon it as our privilege. 

Douglas. 
{Aside.) Vulcan's a bodkin-maker ! 

Queen. 
( Very graciously.) We're in your debt, my lords : we 
thank you much. 

Moray. 
Blessings be on your Grace. 

Queen. 

I thank you much. 
{Exeunt all but the Queen and Mary Livingstone.) 
. . . Who would be smeared all o'er 
Even with honey ! They will obey me ! 
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They look upon it as their privilege ! 

Knaves, knaves ! If they were able — yet, I deceive. 

Ah, ill deceit ! Bad mother of devils ! 

Marry, I hate you well With you allied 

A noble cause appears contemptible. 

Yet, be it so! How can I alter it? 

Tis precious liberty we fight about; 

Sweet liberty, which being ta'en away. 

Our life itself is but a malady ; 

A victim for the teeth of cruelty 

To riot and ravin on. I war with devils, 

Who do possess like the grim Phorcydes, 

One tooth, one eye, in common. — Let it be. 

Come, Mary, we are fit to cope with them. {Retiring.) 

{Re-enter Darnley.) 

How now, my lord? Is't done? 

Darnley. 

The thing is done : 
They have withdrawn themselves from Holyrood ; 
But it's against the grain, against the grain. 

Queen. 

I freely breathe again; and now, my lord. 
We'll furnish you with some intelligence. 
You will be true? 

Darnley. 
Why such a question? 

Queen. 

Keep thee from bats and owls and evil beasts — 
From all the filthy herd that haunts the night 
Read this. {Handing Seton's letter to him,) 

Darnley. 
{Reading it.) Escape to-night ! 
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Queen. 

This very night: 
Promptitude goes with Progress; 'tis to-night. 
The fleeting hours, let us make much of them. 

Darnley. 
If we should fail ? 

Queen. 

Ignore the word, my lord. 
Angels, archangels, prophets, patriarchs. 
Apostles, martyrs and evangelists. 
Virgins and widows — the Elect of God 
Are on our side. We are not free to fail : 
We go to-night. 

Darnley. 
And being free? 

Queen. 

The jewel found, 
Then comes the task to find a setting for 't. 

Darnley. 
{Aside,) I wander in a mire — I know not where. 

Scene VI. — Edinburgh — a room in the Earl of Morton's 
house — Enter Morton, Moray, Ruthven, Lething- 
TON, and Douglas. 

Ruthven. 

. . . It looks like this: 
We have defeated our own policy; 
Already Rizzio's ghost may laugh at us. 
If you will have it, sirs, that is my view. 

Douglas. 
My word on it, we are discomfited. 
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RUTHVEN. 

The palace free! It takes the breath from me. 
We've built a bridge to accommodate some stones, — 
Not to conduct us over anything. 

Moray. 
Day will bring light, and light, enlightenment. 

RUTHVEN. 

To draw the lines of cunning witchery, 

The Queen's Grace needs no book : you are deceived. 

Moray. 

That were great loss ; I will not look for it. 
I am contented, having done the best 
That we could do in the extremity. 

Lethincjton. 

And you forget: — surely there's hope in it — 
The Queen is in the keeping of his Grace, 
Who's deeply sworn to our faction, 
And bound to keep us all in countenance. 

RUTHVEN. 

'Tis a frail reed to lean on. Humph ! that youth, 
She'll wind him round her finger like a thread. 
My heart misgives me. 

Morton. 

Mine hath many qualms. 
Yet truce to dolour : let us take good cheer. 

RUTHVEN. 

Well if it comes to bonds, I'm free betimes. 
The grand foe comes to take his due of me — 
That loosener of fetters ! I'm far through. 

{^Seating himself.) 

Morton. 
Cheer up, my lord : you are not like yourself. 
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RUTHVEN. 

Yea, yea, I see the stem Creditor : 

He'll have it out with me, will I or nill I. 

Morton. 
You are in pain. . . . 

RUTHVEN. 

The melancholy Bard that mused on Hell 
Thought not of any keener misery 

Morton. 
We'll call the doctor. 

RUTHVEN. 

Hold, he can do nought. 

Douglas. 
I' faith 'tis very sad. Think what is here: 
Courage to drag the triple-headed Dog 
From its Hell-kennel, fast by Pluto's gate; 
Not pith to crush a beetle ! . . . 
Lord, we're queer fellows on this rabbit-run 1 

(Enter the Earl of Rothes hastily,) 

Rothes. 

Here's something fresh ; but look, if it be fair, 
I take in hand to hang my bonnet up 
Upon the weathercock of high Saint Giles, 
Before the dawn breaks on it. 

Morton. 

What now, Rothes? 

Rothes. 
Look to your bonds and to your covenants. 
We're wheedled, hoodwinked, cheated utterly : 
The wily Queen is fled from Holjnrood. 

Morton. 
Slipt Damley? 

E 
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Rothes. 

"Slipt Damley!" No, no! 
He tends his mate; he's down the wind with her. 

Douglas. 

Now by Saint Bothan, 'tis a supple dame ! 
She might cry "lubber" to winged Mercury. 

Moray. 
But Darnley,— can it be possible? 

Rothes. 

The thing is more than possible : he's fled. 
He's fled and at her tail; the spark is fled. 

Douglas. 

Then is it foolery or lunacy, 

Originality or devilry, 

Or what the devil is 't that urges him ! 

Moray. 
By him outwitted! 

Douglas. 

Ha, ha, by him! 
Our heads are stufl*ed with porridge or with plums, 
Never a bit with brains, or thinking stufl*. 

RUTHVEN. 

Once more her Grace hath the whip hand of us. 
And faith, she'll make us smart. {Aside,) I smart 
enough. 

Lethington. 

Possess your hearts, my friends, in confidence: 

The King's name's on our side, if not the King. 

We drew some bonds, you know : his name is there ; 

And this mischance which has befallen us 

May operate adversely to his Grace. 

We'll have some speech with him. Take comfort, sirs, 
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He is allied with Folly ; he's a fool ; 
And Folly ruins all her satellites. 

Douglas. 

Yet he that foolish youth discomfits us ! 
We should be strung like herrings at a door 
In token of our ripe simplicity. 
We are proscribed to-morrow, I predict. 

Lethington. 

Fear nought; I cherish little fear of that. 
We'll bring him to a sharp account for this. 

Morton. 

We'll wring his neck by way of reckoning. 

Lethington. 
Strange tales will fall upon the lieges' ears, 
Ere we be done with my Lord Damley; 
But it is meet we be on the alert: 
Let us get level with them. 

RUTHVEN. 

(Aside.) Woe's me, woe's me! 

Douglas. 

The time doth fast approach when that young lord 
Must suffer introduction to grim death ! — 
Ha! My bold cousin! 

Scene VII. — Ramparts of Dunbar Castle — Overlooking 
the Sea — Enter thQ Queen, Darnley, Seton, etc. 

Queen. 

— Poet of patriots and chivalry ! 

His words should be engraved on every heart: 

'< Ah, Freedom is a noble thing ; 
Freedom makes man to have liking; 
Freedom all solace to man gives; 
He lives at ease that freely lives." 
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Amongst the living thoughts of die wise detd. 
Those at this moment best come home to me. 
The breeze blows on us like the breath of life ; 
The sea-mews glance like spirits in die smi; 
The waves plash o'er the stones in sportfulness ; 
Yea, everything is tuned to Liberty. 
Nature is glad; my heart responds to it 
This is to live again. 

{Enter Lord Fleming.) 

Fleming. 

May't please your highness, 
A messenger seeks to approach your Grace 
With humble suit from the conspirators. 

Queen. 

Most humble villains ! Gentle murderers ! 
What is their suit, my lord? 

Fleming. 

Doubtless, for grace. 

Queen. 
Whom have they sent? 

Fleming. 

Lord Semple, madam. 

Queen. 

We know not any evil thing in him : 
Shall he have audience? 

Bothwell. 

Hear their suit, madam. 

Huntley. 
But let your Grace be wisely deaf to it. 

Queen. 
We'll have some speech with Semple. 
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Fleming. 

By your leave, 
I'll introduce his lordship. 

Queen. 

Do, my lord. 

BOTHWELL. 

They send to sue for pardon. 

Queen. 

That I doubt; 
But if they do, — vain thought ! 

{Re-enter Lord Fleming with Lord Semple.) 

Good-morrow to your lordship. 

Semple. 
My humblest duty to your majesty. 

Queen. 
You have a suit, my lord? 

Semple. 

Madam, I have. 
Your liegemen my Lord Moray 

Queen. 

— Lethington, 
Morton and Ruthven and the rest of them : 
Tells me its purport, sir. 

BOTHWELL. 

{To Seton.) That's business, faith! 

Semple. 

They humbly make petition to your Grace 

That you will ratify the articles 

Of peace and pardon and oblivion 
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Queen. 

Sir, they're lawmakers: know they not the law 
That promises made through compulsion 
Have none effect in law? Tis absolute. 
When I made treaties with those gentlemen, 
They had deprived me of my liberty; 
I stood in imminent peril of my life. 
Now I am free; and being free, my lord 
Freedom forgets the things of slavery : 
I'll treat with them afresh. 

Semple. 

You have the right. 
Yet, madam, — with submission I do speak — 
Your Grace might make a law unto yourself. 
They trusted freely to your majesty 

Queen. 

Nay, not to me: they trusted not to me. 

They showed to me most plenteous lack of trust, 

And treated me with scantest courtesy. 

But 'tis no question of mere courtesy : 

'Tis murderous treason they've to answer for; 

And they shall answer for it: tell them this. 

I'll see the writs are issued. 

Semple. 

'Tis your right. 
But, gracious madam, yet be merciful. 
It is the richest thing in sovereigns 
To exercise this high prerogative 

Queen. 

On whom? On whom? These are but words, my 

lord. 
You would make mercy an accessory 
To bloody murder; for if deeds like theirs 



DARNLEY 71 

Are to be freely pardoned, mercy's sell 
Inviteth to revengeful, murderous deeds. 
And steals the shield of law from innocence. 
I will not hear it, sir. Wrath is heaped up— 
Nothing but wrath hot and retributive, 
For all the murderers of Rizzio. 
There's my reply to your fine suppliants. 

Semple. 
Madam, 'twill scorch their ears. 

Queen. 

I'll bend their pride. 
They sought to smite with dire paralysis 
The anxious heart and hand of Government; 
They sought to frighten me with cursed deeds 
And rob me of my people's loyalty : 
Look you, my lord, on briefest summons sent. 
Witness our brave array. 

{Pointing to the Royalist camp.) 

Semple. 

I've marked it, madam. 
Your Grace's beck can turn vill^ers 
Into embattled squadrons, bold to die 
In the high service of your majesty. 
Vet, would you, madam, lend a willing ear 
Unto these suitors for your clemency, 
It were whilst good for them, not ill for you — 
If I am granted leave to say as much. 

Queen. 
You start a question : I will answer it 
At a more fitting opportunity. 
Meanwhile, my lord, no more: you have our leave. 
Live to advance a better embassy. {Turning aw(^.) 
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I very humbly thank your majesty. 

(Exi^ Semple, accompanied.) 

Queen. 

Torture gives men wry faces. Much offence 
Wrinkles the brow of mercy, and bedims 
The mirror of clear judgment. Tell me, sirs — 
Who cannot feel the passion of my wrong 
As I must feel it — tell me, gentle sirs, — 
Give me the precious answer of your souls, 
What meed is due to the conspirators? 

Huntley. 
Death ! 

Seton. * 
Death ! 

Queen. 
{To Both WELL.) You, my lord? 

Bothwell. 

Death ! Yet, madam. 
It might not wholly square with policy 
To meet their treason with strict rule of law 
And pay each traitor his due meed of death. 
It might give muscle to their enmity 
And heighten opposition to the Crown. 

Seton. 
Something in that. 

Queen. 

Semple perhaps was right. 
Whilst good for them, it were not bad for us 
To grant our pardon unto some of them — 
Although the choice be 'tween bad and worse. 



^ 



DARNLEY 73 

Seton. 
Twere wise to think of it. 

Queen. 

And we will think of it. 

Huntley. 

(To Darnley.) Her highness ever leans to lenity : 
This crime is pardoned. 

Darnley. 
(Aside.) I've to square the Devil. 



Between this and the next Act six months intervene. 



ACT III 

Scene I. — Stirling Castle. Enter Moray, Morton, 

Lethington, Rothes, etc. 

Morton. 

Lef s thank our stars the Queen is merciful. 
The Rizzio slaughter was an ugly fact 
For Mercy, even, to look at, I'll admit. 

Rothes. 

Some would have cracked their sceptre on your teeth 
Ere they had pardoned it: you are in luck. 

Lethington. 

Her Grace was framed for deeds of gentleness : 
Yet she is cold to us. 

Rothes. 

What if her words 
Are like the godly sentence of the Church — 
"We do remit the irremissible " ? 

Lethington. 

{Reflectively.) Remittimus irremissibile : 
No, no, it is not so. 

Morton. 
{To Moray.) My lord, you speak not. 

74 
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Moray. 
No, I was thinking. {Enter Darnley.) 
{Looking at Darnley.) The subject of my medita- 
tion. 
(Darnley passes them haughtily. They make a slight 
obeisance to him : he scarcely deigns to notice them^ and exits,) 

Lethington. 
That is our enemy — the paltry Knave ! 

Morton. 
A worm ! Yet he did discomfit us ! 

Lethington. 
A pretty youth were he as good's his clothes. 

Douglas. 

Vain as the wattled majesty that goes 
Strutting and chuckling to an ordure-heap, 
Giddy with feathered pomp. 

Morton. 

The scurvy rogue ! 
Must we put up with it ? 

Moray. 

Look you, my lords, 
His constant aim is still to ruin us. 

Lethington. 

Our constant aim must be to hurry him 
Into the pit of gloom. 

Moray. 
We would be upright. 

Rothes. 
If uprightness would only sanction ease 
And ever waft us happy argosies, 
Laden with jewels and sweet spiceries. 
Sinners were then mere curiosities; 
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Yea, every mob would practise piety 
And life dissolve into millennium. 

Lethington. 

Come, come, you chew herba sardonica ! 
That humour will not fit. 

Rothes. 

Although, indeed. 
We were intended, all, for honest men. 
The times are sworn against honesty: 
At such a time as this, truth's criminal. 
Go on, sirs, I am not particular. 

Douglas. 
High ends of State seek our attention. 

Lethington. 

This feeble lordling having had our aid 

To rid him of the plague of Rizzio, 

First, he forsakes us, then denounces us 

And resolutely labours to oppose 

The extension to us of that clemency 

He has himself obtained. How stands the case ? 

In his base warfare we have vanquished him — 

We have restored our balance in the State; 

But he insults us daily and stands there 

A constant menace to the dignity 

And liberty of law and government : 

Ay, and our safety. 

Morton. 

That is but the truth,— 
Liar, insulter, traitor that he is ! 

Lindsay. 
Shall we submit to it? 
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Lethington. 

Daily and hourly 
We are bespattered with his insolence, 
See how he looked at us ! 

Douglas. 

I brook it ill: 
We'll scrub the dirt away wi' his heart's blood. 
Urge on Lord Bothwell. 

Moray. 

God help us, sirs! 
Courts are well called " suburbs of Hell itself." 
I like not this. If we could get the Queen 
To listen to the question of divorce 

Lethington. 

So ! But we cannot : there's an end of it. 

You know the issue of the conference 

Had at Craigmillar. I'm convinced it's vain 

Further to supplicate her majesty 

To sue for a divorce. I do not say 

Her majesty can bear the slightest love 

To that besotted and abandoned youth. 

To say she loves him still were scarcely true; 

But yet she cherishes a sentiment, 

A kind of melancholy tenderness. 

Towards the pernicious fool, which quite defies 

Effacement from her breast, and sets her up 

Against the dissolution of the tie. 

Morton. 

Further, her Grace hath fears that a divorce 
Would prejudice the rights of her dear son. 
And raise fierce broils in the succession. 
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Lethington. 

Tis so, 'tis so. The remedy is death. 
In this life there are many ills, my lords, 
For which there is no remedy but death. 

Morton. 
For this, none other I can think about. 

Lindsay. 

It saves the tedious process of divorce : 
I have a liking for simplicity. 

Moray. 

Pause, pause, it is a dangerous remedy. 

Life calls for life ; blood still cries out for blood : 

Who take the sword shall perish by the sword. 

Rothes. 

Saving exceptions: — ^some occur to me. 

You have too fine a conscience, my good lord. 

IVe known men practise fraud and cruelty, 

Who yet attained great years, and grew as plump 

As any Cupid on the tapestry 

That hangs i' the presence room. Think naught of it. 

Douglas. 

Leave this to Bothwell: he will manage it. 

Being afflicted with the fantasy — 

I see't in every quiver of his eye — 

That he could win the Queen if she were free. 

He'll do the deed. 

Lethington. 

We can look through our fingersw 

Lindsay. 



Voices, — who is't? 



Morton. 

The Queen and Darnley 
(^ho appear). 




DARNLEY 79 

Lethington. 
Let us avoid them: come into my room. 

Moray. 

(Aside.) Of bloody and deceitful men 'tis writ 
They are abhorred of God. I like it not : 
I am uneasy in this fellowship. 
Yet, 'tis a worm to be trodden on! 
A reptile such as that to hiss at me ! 

{As they go out^ enter Darnley and the Queen, 
who looks weary and sad.) 

Darnley. 

If mercy be the attribute of kings, 
You exercise that kingly attribute 
With a most princely liberality. 
I do congratulate your majesty 
On the kind spirit which your misery 
Hath breathed on — rogues withal ! 

Queen. 

This ceaseless war! 
Pray, sir, let me have peace. 

Darnley. 

First on the list, 
Rothes and Moray had your clemency. 
With their confederated infamy; 
Then crafty Lethington of doubtful proof. 
Now Morton, Ruthven, Lindsay 

Queen. 

If I would, 
I am not able to contend with them. 
The whole ship's crew were up in mutiny : 
Could I myself put all the crew in chains I 
My mercy springs from guile as well as grace; 
I do confess as much : but yet, my lord. 
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I think it is a graceless thing in you, 

To whom I've never shown a lack of grace- 

Darnley. 

kind remembrancer! 

QUEIN. 

What can I do ! 
You sneer at my best efforts for the State; 
You charge me now with base compliances. 

Darnley. 

Madam, 'tis but the truth. 

Queen. 

Be done with this ! 
E'en for our pretty little infant's sake, 

1 pray you, my good lord, be done with it. 

Darnley. 
Rant, for the devil's sake ! Rant, rant ! I say. 

Queen. 

Nay, sir, not rant, nor for the devil's sake. 
May troops of angels aye keep double guard 
About my infant's cradle. O, I pray 
May no ill spirit hover over him ! 

Darnley. 

The troops of devils have the best of it ! 
They're like to have the better part of him. 
There's a good warning : watch him narrowly. 

Queen. 

God mar your evil-minded fantasies. 
And grant to you a loving human heart : 
O, you have riven mine ! 

Darnley. 

That is effective ! 
Speak you to Moray thus, or Lethington? 
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Queen. 

You are my sweet son's sire: but mark you, sir, 
I have not missed Moray or Lethington ; 
IVe spoken to them freely; I have laid 
Their treasonable dealings on their heads. 

Darnley. 

Madam, they hate me and you cherish them. 
It goes abroad that they would murder me: 
Do you know that? 

Queen. 

Do you know this: — 
It went abroad that you would murder them. 

Darnley. 
Lies, lies! 

Queen. 
Such a lack-wit is tattle. 

Darnley. 

That threat to you is tattle,— nothing more. 
The deed itself would be a merry tale 
To tell a ring of laughing courtiers. 

Queen. 

Do you recite to laughing courtiers 

The merry tale of — David Rizzio? 

It is too stale, perhaps; but, my good lord. 

Be done with this unhallowed mockery. 

You speak of enemies ; alas, alas, 

I tell you if you have an enemy 

Upon this Heaven-lighted, wicked earth, — 

A subtle, cruel, deadly enemy, 

He lurks in your own breast most cunningly. 

O ask for grace and strength to vanquish him ; 

Or, do not doubt it, he will vanquish you. 

F 
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I 

{Enter Bothwell.) 
But come, my lord, here's a right noble peer: 
We'll speak to him about your enemies. 

Darnley. 

Accuse the Devil to Beelzebub! 
ni to the West. 

Queen. 

The West . . . 
What ! Not remain to tend the Baptism ! 

Bothwell. 

{Aside.) . . . Fm growing grekt 

Upon the deadly folly of this fool ! 

Darnley. 

Madam, adieu ! {Half-aside.) I'll talk no more with you. 

{Exit Darnley haughtily.) 

Queen. 

Ex te perditio tua I Lack-a-day, 
What are things coming to! 

Bothwell. 

Pardon me, madam : 
I have intruded on your majesty. 

Queen. 
No, my lord, no; but did you mark the king? 

Bothwell. 
I have eyes, madam. 

Queen. 

Yes, yes, too true : 
'Tis only eyes are wanted to perceive 
That hateful feuds possess our palaces. 

Bothwell. 
We moan in secret for your majesty. 
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Queen. 

My lord, I know you truthful, valiant, 
A peer of most approved fidelity, 
Loyal and loving and beloved of all, 
Except the traitorous and malcontent 

BOTHWELL. 

Most noble madam, always generous. 
He was designed by Nature for a slave. 
Not for a freeman, who would grudge to lay 
His fortune and his life low at your feet. 

Queen. 

Your services alike to Crown and State 
Appear for you as royal witnesses : 
You are assayed true metal. Yet, my lord, 
Again I'll put your metal to the proof. 

BOTHWELL. 

Try it a thousand times. My faith, my love. 
They will grow stronger with the hammering. 

Queen. 

Like a true lord, 'tis spoken. Tell me this. 
You are in open credit with the Court, — 
With Moray, Morton, Rothes, Lethington, 
And with the chief of the nobility : 

BOTHWELL. 

Madam, we live in peace. 

Queen. 

I ask you straight : 
Is there a plot or band against the King? 
He says he goes in danger of his life. 

BoTHWELL. 

Distempered thought! Yet I am bound to say-— 
To be straightforward with your majesty, 
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Since the abhorred death of Rizzio, 

Some of your nobles have not loved the King, 

And he has looked on them suspiciously. 

Queen. 

I know, I know. The death of Rizzio — 
They were united in't. 

BOTHWELL. 

Splitting from them. 
Suspicion straight springs up malignantly; 
Cross fancies from this malady are bred, 
And rasping jealousy and nervous fear : 
Fear has an eye to see monstrosities. 

Queen. 

When serpent stmgeth serpent, who should grieve ! 

When Satan wars on Satan, happy war! 

If one will herd with villains, what if he 

Be called to settle scores with villany! — 

I thank your lordship very heartily. 

Not merely from the lips, nor from the tongue. 

BOTHWELL. 

{In a low-voiced^ devoted strain.) Fair madam, sweetest 
madam, I'm your slave. 

Queen. 

See that no violence befall the King, 
For my son's sake; and I'll bestow on you— 
But I do wrong your lordship. Well I know 
Goodness seeks no endowment as its meed. 

BoTHWELL. 

My life is at your service; my free heart 
Is in sweet bondage to your majesty. 

Queen. 
Ever kind Bothwell I 
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BOTHWELL. 

Madam, thine till death. {Exit the Queen.) 
What student, monk, friar, or anchorite, 
Was e'er so woful, solitary, sad, 
In silent cloister or in savage dell, 
As this poor Queen within her palaces. 
Yes, I adore her. O my Lady Jean, 
Her shadow is more precious in my sight 
Than is your substance at its comeliest. 
Sooner or later every man must die: 
With thee be't sooner, my Lord Darnley ! 
Methinks I see my way to compass it. 
Morton and Maitland hate him to the death. 
And Moray goes in constant dread of him. 
They have their purpose : surely I have mine. — 
You block my path, sir. {Exit,) 

Scene IL A Room in Stirling Castle. Enter Darnley 

and Sir William Standen. 

Standen. 

. . . I am distressed: 
Would you could stay, my lord. 

Darnley. 

I go to-day. 
Before yon dreary sun sinks in the West, 
I go to Glasgow, if I die for it. 
I swear it fast, I dwell no longer here. 
My word is fixed: 1*11 not draw back from it. 

Standen. 

I do regret your resolution. 

The Court is crowded with your enemies : 

They'll work your hopeless ruin if you go. 
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Darnley. 
Fm sworn to go; I cannot alter it 

Standen. 

Pardon, my lord, my liberty of speech. 
The Queen is gracious; she forgiveth much; 
She hath in store for you much wealth of love, 
Would you but yield her some of that regard 
She claimeth from you as your wife and Queen. 

Darnley. 

I thank you, Standen. I begin to see 
That I have spent my days most recklessly. 
An evil spirit hath possessed my youth 
And filled it with excess of foolery ; 
But these, the bad excesses of my youth. 
May be atoned for in my later age. 

Standen. 

Begin to-day, my lord, to mend your life. 
Go to the Queen at once 

Darnley. 

No, no, I may not. 
Her taunts they have the bitterness of Hell ; 
Her kindness pricks me like a venomed dart. 

Standen. 

Your thoughts are sore and gloomy: speak not thus. 

Abide in Stirling for another day 

And come to kindlier terms with the Queen. 

Show but a right affection to her Grace, — 

That which, indeed, is hidden in your heart. 

And she*ll receive it all as tenderly 

As when your lives were wedded at the first — 

Restoring conjugal felicity. 
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Or if that motive lack sufficient strength, 
Think of the claims of your dear infant son, 
And do not let them plead in vain with you. 

Darnley, 

I am a fool to go, but yet I must. 

Fate or the foul fiend drives me thitherward. 

(Exeunt) 



Scene III. — Stirling Castle ; same as Scene I. Enter 

the Earl of Moray. 

Moray. 

O, how he hates me ! Were I in his power, 

My blood were held as cheap as Rizzio's. 

The sinful trifle, he could smite me dead 

And smile i' the smiting; but to take his life^ 

To lend myself to lawless violence. 

In concert with deceitful, bloody men. 

Ruffles the conscience, makes the visage pale. 

Yea, pitying Nature stands aghast at it; 

And quaking doth possess the firm heart 

That never feared mortal extremities. 

But yet his life's a danger to the State; 

His death — ! The very thought is terrible. 

His death, his death : — if cautious Lethington, 

Who hath some conscience too, makes light of it — 

{He sees Bothwell and others approaching,) 
How now ! — No, no, I will avoid them. 
If they will do it, I will shed no blood. 
{Exit Moray, and enter Bothwell, Morton, and 

Lethington.) 

Bothwell. 
May I speak freely? 



88 DARNLEY 

Lethington. 

Aye, or seal your lips, 

BOTHWELL. 

Ye are a set of fools ! 

Lethington. 

We are not wise; 
Yet fools themselves, called fools, wax choleric. 

BOTHWELL. 

More than a wise man; for a wise man knows 
He's more or less a fool, whereas a fool 
Thinks he's compact of wisdom's essences. 

Lethington. 
But now, my lord, show us the parable. 

BOTHWELL. 

You are insulted daily by a fool; 

And yet you take it all as placidly 

As if his worship paid you compliments ! 

Sirs, you are meek: it makes me clench my teeth. 

Lethington. 
What would you do? 

Bothwell. 

That sparrow yelping 
Would have us all believe an eagle screams! 
O, I am sick of it : look you, my friends. 
He should be brought to book without delay. 
Within my hearing, not ten minutes since, 
He did abuse you most outrageously 
Before the Queen. What do you think of it ! 
According to his princely reckoning. 
Ye are but thieves, liars, and murderers 
And deadly traitors to the Commonweal. 
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Lethington. 
Not pardonable this, by any means. 

Morton. 
Nay, by my troth, 'tis wholly damnable. 

BOTHWELL. 

More, he asserted to her majesty — 
Aye, you may start at his malignity — 
That you have deep designs upon his life. 

Lethington. 
What ! Is it possible ! 

Morton. . 

Can this be true ! 

BOTHWELL. 

It was my ears, sir, that instructed me. 

I do not shirk responsibility 

For any syllable I have advanced; 

But is there here a man who doubts my word, 

Then by my father's soul 

Morton. 

He injures you : 
My words did but express astonishment. 

BOTHWELL. 

I've spoken as a man should speak to men. 
Most faithfully and unreservedly. 
Your fealty is challenged by the King ; 
You are accused of plots against his life: 
Judge ye the danger; find a remedy. 
But if you're just, you will not twist the tale 
Unto my fortune's debit at the Court, 
Nor to the count of my life's jeopardy ? 
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Lethington. 

No, neither to your debit at the Court, 
Nor to the count of your life's jeopardy, 
But to your credit in our sympathy 
And to your claim upon our heart's esteem. 

Morton. 

If we did less we were not gentlemen, 

But rogues and peasants and dishonoured men. 

BOTHWELL. 

Enough, enough ! Think all my words unsaid ; 
A song unsung. 

Lethington. 

That were unwise, my lord. 
A secret mine is laid beneath our house; 
We have your lordship's solemn word for it. 
What, shall we sit on it 1 — Besides, my lord. 
Should it explode, you might blow up with us. 
You're not less hated than the worst of us ; 
And any day may scatter to the winds 
The gracious favours which her majesty 
Hath worthily bestowed on you withal. 
Your lordship sails in the same boat with us: 
If we are wrecked, you're in the way to drown. 

BOTHWELL. 

I can bear drowning with the best of you. 

Lethington. 

But this is idle. If Lord Darnley plots. 
It would become us well to counterplot. 
If he has fixed an eye on our estates. 
If he begrudges us our offices, 
If he plays traitor in our covenants, 
If he makes common traffic of our life. 
We have a right . , , ! 
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BOTHWELL. 

We are agreed, sir : 
His Grace should walk another planet soon. 

Lethington. 

He is not fit for this. Fouler than he 
Ne'er ferried o'er the tide of Acheron. 

BOTHWELL. 

He has much injured and insulted you. 
But would you do the business with despatch, 
You must be active : he goes West to-day, 
You have no time to spend in idleness. 

Lethington. 

"The Devil's cushion," as the saying is, 
"His couch and chief reposal": verily, 
We have no time for it; but this is haste. 

BOTHWELL. 

Which runneth with great deeds, and excellent 

Morton. 
Bothwell, advise us. 

BOTHWELL. 

Why should I, my lord? 

Morton. 

Be not oifended : you are in with us. 
Of your good skill lend us the benefit. 
At this exacting, urgent time of need. 

Bothwell. 

Fell aconite, or deadly hellebore, 

Or juice of hemlock, has such properties 

As might befriend you in your time of need. 

Lethington. 
Your lordship jests : we are not poisoners. 
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Both WELL. 

I do but jest. Leave that to viziers, 
To eunuchs, keepers of seraglios. 
To gliding, subtle-paced Italians, 
Or the professors of the evil arts — 
Doctors deep-learned in iniquity. 
In magic and the necromancing craft, 
Accomplices of Hell and Devilry. 



Lethington. 

Haughtily challenge the indignity: 
Perchance he'll draw on you. Quick! 

(Enter Darnley looking subdued and melancholy,) 
You are a master of the art of fence : 
You parr3r lightning with your rapier ! 

BOTHWELL. 

{Grasping his sword,) 1*11 slay the paltry fool in self- 
defence : 

There's a good plea for the Justiciar; 

(Aside,) And with the Queen 'twill pass. The hour 
of fate. 

Lethington. 

Most noble Bothwell! Our deliverer! 
(As Darnley passes^ Bothwell and the others salute 
him. He graciously returns it^ and exits.) 



Morton. f 

Mark ! See ! He comes. 

Lethington. 

Now, let us bait him. 

Bothwell. 

He's in his riding-gear prepared to go. 

I will salute him; he will scowl on me 
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Morton. 

Zounds ! 

Lethington. 

Wonders ! 

BOTHWELL. 

Ever-rising prodigies! 
Civility can blunt the Furies' teeth. 

Morton. 

I had concluded Death was stalking round, — 
Keen-scented, hungry, on these battlements. 

Lethington. 
Let us go in. 

Bothwell. 

I will but breathe myself. 
Marry, my blood ran high ! (Exeunt) 




ACT IV 

Scene I. — A Room in Holyrood—Enter the Queen and 

the Countess of Argyle. 

Queen. 

— Among the crowd of weary wayfarers, 

I wend my woeful way, much bound to earth, 

Yet casting oft a wistful glance to Heaven. 

Countess. 

Madam, have cheer and take my view of it. 
I would not waste another thought on him ; 
He's all unworthy of your sympathy. 
Banish this sadness; yea, let gladsomeness 
Dance in the eyes that lighten all the Court : 
"A merry heart is a continual feast." 

Queen. 
But "by the sadness of the countenance," 
Is not the heart made better? He said so 
Who said what you say. 

Countess. 

Yet give ear to me : 
You have abundant cause for mirthfulness. 
The other day, in general discourse, 
I heard the French Ambassador declare 
That never since you took your sceptre up, 
Were you so powerful, well-esteemed, beloved, 
As at this present day* 

U4 
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Queen. 

The thought's a feast. 
I am well pleased; I am right glad of it. 
Therein I have good cause for thankfulness ; 
But, my gay sister, our poor life's a book 
With more sad pages in't than merry ones. 

Countess. 

Tm of a merry disposition. 

My disposition is to skip the sad, 

And sportively con o*er the merry ones. 

Queen. 

Which may avail you much till real griefs come ; 

But when real grief finds lodgment in the breast — 

A desolating heart-calamity. 

It mocks your merry disposition, 

And calmly, strongly, holds supremacy 

O'er all the other tenants in the heart, 

Subduing every grace and good we know. 

I have a sorrow sitting in my heart. 

Which will sit there until the day of Doom, 

Blasting the buds and blossoms of fair life 

And turning all its sweets to bitterness. 

Countess. 

Twere too much woe. Ah, madam, you do yield 
To biting, brooding, baleful melancholy. 
Flee that dread foe! 

Queen. 

O, flee my own heart-throbs ! 
In other days I wailed for the dear dead. 
Not without tranquil sorrow, pleasing hope, 
That parted loving, we should meet again. 
And through the Ages never cease to love ; 
But here, ah, sister ! love, it seems, is dead^- 
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Love that with me breathed only tenderness, 
Love that had strength to live eternally, 
Hopeless of Resurrection, it is dead ; 
And I go mourning at its burial, 
More desolate than new-made widowhood. 
If I were gay, 'twere a bad miracle. 

Countess. 

me ! O me ! 

Queen. 

But I will gird myself. 

1 have the spirit of my ancestors — 

At least I hope I have some breath of it» 
That rises in the face of enemies — 

{Enter Lord Seton.) 
Ah, my Lord Seton, — but you bring bad news? 

Seton. 
I am the bearer of sad news, your Grace. 

Queen. 

Speak, — Vm accustomed to the sound of it: 
I hear no other tune. Whafs the new woe? 

Seton. 
The King is ill, your Grace. 

Queen. 

Ah, how is this ! 
What ! Is he stricken by an enemy ? 

Seton. 

No, he is stricken by a fell disease. 
And now he lieth at the point of death. 
A post from Glasgow brings the news of it 
From unimpeachable authority— 
His Grace's father, at whose house he lies. 
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Queen. 

God sends the long divorce ! My hapless babe ! 

{Turning away,) 

Countess. 

Kind Heaven, pity her ! Christ pity him ! 

{Exeunt the Queen and the Countess.) 

Seton. 

The prayers and the alms of stricken souls 

Shall never lack a sweet Remembrancer 

With the Great Father. O, how changed she is! 

She pays big dues to grief. — Aye, aye, my masters. 

Time, that wears doublets bare, makes grizzly locks, 

Dims the bright eye, blanches the blooming cheeks, 

And draws deep furrows on them. Bless her Grace! 

Now a new shuffle. The King, poor soul, 

Per fas et nefaSy sought his foolish wish : 

It seems as if we saw the end of it {Exit,) 

Scene II. — A Room in Holyrood— Enter the Earl of 

Moray 

Moray. 

. . . Yea, we are much 
The very playthings of rude circumstance. 
If circumstance be cruel, then I trow 
That we are tempted to impatience, 
To rebel thoughts, and rebel words and deeds. 
If circumstance be kindly, then, it seems, 
That we are sorely tempted to sink down 
Amid its pleasing blandishments, and end 
In easy comfort — to the spirit's death. 
Yet undeniably men may be great. 
For greatness is no slave to circumstance; 
True greatness is apart from circumstance; 
And if it hath the soul of ill in it. 
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Doth look upon it as an enemy 

And valorously meets it, face to face. — 

I will not join this band against the King : 

I can afford to court obscurity. — 

The diamond's native virtue is not less 

When lying hidden in Golconda's mine 

Than when it sparkles on the brow of Queens. — 

The dignity is only in the mind. 

A cobbler may despise an emperor 

In brave consistence with philosophy, 

Nor forfeit God's approval for despite. — 

I'll bide my time. Besides, his malady 

Hath brought him down unto the brink of death. 

{Enter Lethington and Lindsay.) 

What of the King ? 

Lethington. 

He groweth worse and worse. 

Moray. 
We are relieved by this intelligence. 

Lethington. 

'Tis a deliverance for all of us. 
Now you shall hold the State in governance 
Unpestered by that foolish, frantic knave; 
And thus, sir, if he die, we shall be saved 
From the extreme necessity of blood. 

Moray. 
No, no, — we ne'er had dipt our hands in blood. 

Lethington. 

(Aside,) Though some would swim in deep iniquity.- 
No, you would not; albeit others. would. 
But they are saved that bad necessity. 
Offended Nature furnishing a plague 
To strike him dead, withal. 
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Moray. 

But wait events : 
He is not dead yet, by the last report. 

Lindsay. 

If he's not dead, methinks he's bound to die ; 

And in his epitaph let it be writ: 

*'This man was born great, but perished small." 

Methinks that Satan's turned lunatic, 

To wreck so promising an acolyte 

Just at the threshold of his young career. 

{Enter Bothwell.) 

Lethington. 

Bothwell! More news from Glasgow? 

Moray. 

Is it well? 

Lethington. 

If he is well, then, by my faith, 'tis ill. 

Bothwell. 

He's passed the crisis of his malady. 

And may, before a week goes o'er our heads. 

Tread terra firma with a firm foot ! 

Such tidings brings the latest messenger. 

Lethington. 

Bad tidings ! Bad ! It falls unhappily. 
If it be true, we must take up again 

Bothwell. 

There's not an "if" can settle on the case: 
The thing is certain and of easy proof. 

Moray. 
Good health to him, ill health to us, it seems. 
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Lethington. 

And fever in the hot blood of the State. 
A disagreeable necessity 
Therefore springs up again. 

Moray. 

Shun crooked paths ! 

Lethington. 

Great highways may be reached by narrow paths. 

Moray. 

And narrow is the way that leads to Life : 
Not crookfed tho*. 

Lethington. 

It is for the State's good. 
Moray. 

There is no cause so holy that may urge 
The unlawful shedding of our brother's blood. — 
Woe be unto the heads of Jacob's House, 
Who rear up Zion with my people's blood, 
And build Jerusalem with iniquity ! 
Thus, Holy Writ. 

BOTHWELL. 

(Aside.) What's at the root o' this? 
Lethington. 
As if we heard our brother Knox's voice. 

Moray. 

Who is a man of much deliverance. 

Bothwell. 

Like the leviathan he swims along 
Amid a shoal of minnows. 

Moray. 

Aye, 'tis true; 
Although you speak of him in mockery : 
He has both mind to think and heart to do. 
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Lethington. 
Yet I see nothing for 't but he must die. 

Moray. 

My conscience rises at so rank an act: 

I will not be partaker in the deed. 

The saints may hold no truce with vanity. 

BOTHWELL. 

You wake the spirit theological — 
A potent spirit, scarcely to be laid 
When once its stubborn head exalts itself. 

Moray. 

It is a question ot the conscience — 

No subtle point of school-theology, 

Obscurely treating of obscurities, 

Where James and John may be at variance: 

It is a question of the conscience. 

BOTHWELL. 

{Satirically,) The world was made but to be trampled 

on : 
Figs for the world ! I treat it, sirs, as dirt. 

Moray. 
The world is dirt, but — not our conscience. 

BOTHWELL. 

I leave these questions of the conscience 
To him who has a soul for subtleties. 

Moray. 

Well could we wish to hear his Grace was dead : 
Being alive, let us put up with him. 
And frame our conduct innocent of spite. 

{Moving away from them,) 
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Lethington. 

How doth this policy commend itselt 
Unto your lordships? 

Lindsay. 

Poorly, in my sight. 
He is a liar and a slanderer, 
And he would frankly cut his brother's throat 
To pander to his own convenience. 
O, he has injured us in deadly sort! 
He has outbraved us to our very teeth, 
And tried to bring on us the lash of law. 
He is a villain : he should die for it. 

Lethington. 

Methinks, indeed, that he should die for it. 
But I'll to business : I have much to write. 
We shall confer on these embarrassments 
When we have firmer ground to tread upon. 

BOTHWELL. 

Tis a deep soul this Moray. He sits close. 
Pluming ambition's wings for lofty flight. — 
{Aside,) I'll pluck the master-feathers of his wings 
If I have half a chance to compass it. 

{Exeunt all but Moray.) 

Moray. 

I have protested. If they kill the King, 
My hands are clean from all blood-guiltiness. 
Would he had quietly diedl Alas, he lives 
And, in kind Nature's course, hath long to live. 
Amongst the evils that encompass us. 
He is the chiefest plague and curse of them. 
Marry, he troubles me! — The soul disrobed 
And disentangled of all circumstance. 
Whether 'tis kind or cruel, great or mean. 
Is what God's infinite eye doth look upon. 
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The good is good in spite of circumstance; 
Ever the bad is ill. — I'll do no more : 
I have protested. If they kill him — still 
My hands are clean from all blood-guiltiness. 
{As he is about to go out^ enter the Countess of Argyle.) 
Ah, sister, how*s our sister? 

Countess. 

She is ill. 

Moray. 
How doth she take the King's recovery? 
Gladly or sadly? 

Countess. 

Neither well nor ill. 
His life or death — she is indifferent 
To one or other; but her heart is sore 
AndXdeeply mourns for her perished love. 

Moray. 
She does not care for him? 

Countess. 

How can she care? 
He spends his married life insulting her. 

Moray. 
Yet, she once loved him? 

Countess. 

Aye, devotedly. 
But it is dead, my brother, it is dead. 

Moray. 
And now you think she cares no more for him? 

Countess. 

No more for him, but for her perished love. 
Her heart went into mourning when it died. 
And aye since then hath been disconsolate. 
In truth her grief is sore ; 'tis passing sore ; 
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Yea, like a stricken widow for her son, 
Her only son, her well-belovfed son — 
Pride of her youth and comfort of her age, 
And her heart's hope for all the time to come — 
Snatched to the land of far Forgetfulness, 
She weeps great drops of sorrow o'er its tomb 
And still refuses to be comforted. 

Moray. 

Dead love is living sorrow. Well-a-day, 
Good people toss their heads at good advice. 
She obstinately wedded 'gainst advice; 
She will not give consent to a divorce; 
Strange things may come of it some other day. 
Adieu, my sister. 

Countess. 

Adieu, good brother. 
I hasten to attend her majesty. 

Moray. 

Whatever happen, yet, amid the storm. 
Stand bravely up in thine integrity. 
Possess thy soul in calmness, cheerily take 
Whate'er Great God may send thee. {Exit Moray.) 

Countess. 

What means this ? 
'Tis an austere and solemn soul, my brother's. 
Is it devoutness or hypocrisy? 
Is he a scion of that ancient sect, 
Those famous, solemn saints, the Pharisees? 
Great at the washing, they, of cups and pots. 
And tithing of their anise, rue and mint ; 
But in the weighty matters of the law 
Neglectful; tyrannous, unmerciful 
To all who saw not eye to eye with them; 
And each of them enamoured of himself 
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Methinks he's of that sect. What does he mean ? 
"Whatever happen, yet, amid the storm, 
Stand bravely up in thine integrity '' ! 
It is right noble counsel, well I wot; 
And something is to happen, well I wot; 
And Moray is a prophet, well I wot— 
If he can work the springs of prophecy ! 
What is't, I wonder? Something is afoot. 
They have but small affection for the King. 

{Enter the Queen.) 
Queen. 



Countess. 

Madam ? 



Countess. 

Queen. 

I've made a resolution. 
Countess. 



Is it a good one? 



Queen. 
It is firm and fast. 

Countess. 
So much the better, if your will is good. 

Queen. 

*Tis good, I think : you will agree with it. 
You will not think me fickle? 

Countess. 

Nay, not I. 
Queen. 

I have made up my mind to see the King. 

Countess. 
It is a noble resolution. 

Queen. 

Come, we will speak of it. (Exeunt.) 



^ 
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Scene III. — Glasgoiv : A Room in the Earl of Lennox's 
house — The Queen and Darnley discovered — the 
latter reclining on a couch, 

Darnley. 

If I transgressed, let it be urged for me 
Repentance ever trod upon the heels 
Of my transgressions. 

Queen. 

If you transgressed ! 

Darnley. 

Forgive me; IVe transgressed exceedingly; 
But I repent it more exceedingly 
Than ever in my life I did transgress. 

Queen. 

Ah, sir, IVe heard the tale. You do repent : 
How shall I know you do in truth repent? 
Is there a godly sorrow in your heart 
For all the sorrow you have brought to me ; 
For all your evil thoughts to our sweet son ? 
Or is it but a paltry conscience-twitch 
That flickers for a moment and goes out ? 
Is it a passing whim of no account 
That springs from present discommodity? 

Darnley. 
Ah, you think ill of me; you frown on me. 

Queen. 

Tis scarcely in our nature to come forth 
Out of a furnace smiling graciously. 

Darnley. 

There is no gentle meaning in your voice; 
But you have cause to hate me — bitterly. 
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Queen. 
Fve cause, my lord, to doubt your penitence. 

Darnley. 

Yes, you have cause; but, madam, IVe been ill; 

I have been very near the Gates of Death; 

And I do tell you most religiously 

Light has streamed through them on my darkened 

sight : 
IVe seen a better light than e'er I saw 
When proudly walking in the world's track. 
Now I say this in all sincerity: 
I do repent me most religiously 
Of all my dealings in the evil past; 
And if I move amongst my kind again, 
I promise to amend my way of life. 
Will you forgive me? 

Queen. 

Let the future show: 
I would be merciful. 

Darnley. 

Madam, be merciful ! 

Queen. 

{Half aside,) The best of us, indeed, may be unfit 
To clear our compt at the Eternal Bar, 
Though Mercy sit with Justice on the Bench: 
Yea, the Church tells us we are all unfit. 

Darnley. 

That is your voice again: be merciful! 

Ah, by my soul, I have been badly trained 

And ill-accoutred for the war of life ; 

I have had many foes to strive against, 

Subtle, seductive, deadly, venomous. 

And sorely by them all I've been bestead 
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Queen. 

Soberly, haw can I get over it ! 

I see the deadly treason that you wrought 

In word and deed against my Crown and Life, — 

Against our infant's life and heritage. 

With all that gang of thieves and murderers, 

With Douglas, Ruthven, and dark Fawdonside — 

That hollow-eyed, pale, lean, and ghastly wight, 

Gnawing his soul to see his neighbour's good, 

Happy to see another's misery! 

Darnley. 

Know my remorse: I shudder over it. 

Queen. 

How could you league yourself with such as these? 
How could you choose such comrades and allies 
Against your faithful wife ! Against your son ! 

Darnley. 
How could I do it ! I have no defence. 

Queen. 

Most doleful creatures, only fit to dwell 

Mid sighs and groans and lamentations! 

Ah, it is keener than the stroke of death ; 

{Aside.) But yet, it seems, I'm called to pardon it. 

Darnley. 

I am defenceless. I 

Queen. ^ 

'Tis your best defence. 

Darnley. ^ 

Decree what punishment you like for me: 
I'm in your hands. 

Queen. 

{Aside,) Most ably pleaded, sir ! — 
Ah, when the bonds of faith are fairly snapt, 
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It is nice work to knit them up again. 
Will you forsake your evil counsellors ; 
Will you be true to me and to our son? 

Darnley. 
Yea, by the faith of Christ, I promise you 

Queen. 

Yet, do not promise ; it is idle work : 
A volume of them is not worth a straw. 

Darnley. 
I will not promise; judge me by my works. 

Queen. 
So will I judge you. 

Darnley. 
Precious in my sight ! 

Queen. 
The time will prove it. 

Darnley. 

Mary, banish doubt. 

Queen. 
When you are able, we'll to Edinburgh. 

Darnley. 
I'm able now. {Rising.) 

Queen. 
Nay, do not think of it. 

Darnley. 
I feel my feet again. 

Queen. 

Within two days 
We'll start, by easy stages, on the road. 
The eastern air, methinks, is wholesomer 
Than the dank west. 



no 
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Darnley. 

O^ it will brace me up; 
But the fair sight of you is healthier 
And makes a warmer glow run through my blood, 
Than could the freshest breeze that ever blew 
Upon the pale face of an invalid. 

Queen. 
The tongue is all deceit 

Darnley. 

O, say not so ! 
Come to our pleasant garden. The mild spring 
Pays us an early call, and the sweet birds 
Greet his approach with tuneful jollity. — 
Yes, I am strong to-day. {Exeunt.) 



ACT V 

Scene I. — A Room in Holyrood\ enter Moray, Both- 
well and Maitland. 

BOTHWELL. 

The realm of quacking ducks and gabbling geese 
Could furnish more enlightened policy 
And more coherent speech than our discourse ! 
Shall the thing be or not be? Shall he die, 
Or live to be a plague to all of us ? 

Moray. 

Tve said my say: my soul revolts from it: 
Yea, I do wash mine hands in innocence. 
I would, Sirs, that you might not trouble me. 

Lethington. 

We will not trouble you : but say, my lord, 
Will you not trouble us'^ 

Moray. 

I trouble you ! 

Lethington. 

E*en so, my lord — will you not trouble usl 
(Aside.) Men are their brother's keepers, or should be. 
(Moray is wrapt as in deep thought,) 

BOTHWELL. 

(Aside.) There is a poser for his " conscience " ! — 

Now any honest tapster in the land 

111 
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May put his thumb upon his nose at you. 
And spread his fingers out — in scorn of you ! 

Lethington. 
(To Moray.) Do you perceive my drift? 

BOTHWELL. 

(Aside.) I see it — 
(To Moray.) What do you say? What is your view, 

my lord? 
The King is lying at the Kirk o' field ; 
We might find— death or doctors for his Grace. 

Moray. 
'Tis not my business : I have said my say. 

Lethington. 

Enough, my lord, we see your view of it 
You have relieved us : we will do you good. 
Yet I would pray you to remember this: 
If Darnley and her Grace be reconciled, — 
Which seems to hold from everything we see, 
And he regain his old ascendancy. 
You know the law : I need not dwell on it 
Should he regain his old ascendancy. 
Your lordship, Morton, Bothwell and myself 
And others who have taken part with us. 
May find ourselves in foul predicament. 

Moray. 

If conscience lets you quit, ne'er fear a foe : 

I will not trouble you. We'll meet anon. (Exif Moray.) 

Lethington. 

The man is tortured by his "conscience" 
As if he were a victim on the rack. 

Bothwell. 
Maitland, a word : Is Moray honest ? 



\ 



DARNLEY 113 

Lethington. 
Is Moray honest? 

BOTHWELL. 

Tell me your thoughts of him. 

Lethington. 
Is Moray honest! Is the Devil true? 

Bothwell. 
Only if truth will further devilry. 

Lethington. 
Sir, you have Moray's mark. 

Bothwell. 

I thought I had. 
Why, sir, the Devil may erect a church 
To gain his most infernal purposes. 

Lethington. 

But, all the same, he has a conscience. 
Tis hard to find a drug for conscience; 
The cunning of the Devil or a priest 
Can scarcely find a drug for conscience. 

Bothwell. 
How now, good sir, what are you driving at? 

Lethington. 
Tush, man, I am a student of mankind. 

Bothwell. 

'Tis scurvy work, a politician's! 

He swears he'll "wash his hands in innocence"! 

He will not grudge to lave his feet in blood ! 

It is a wickedness I have not reached: 

It is enough to make ill Spirits laugh, 

H 
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SsadL we ^ on? 



Tbot is a cntiriiti. 
lanci ace on oib' sii 
And we bate mufiing on ^tns eartii to fear. 




What d he rocmd, 2zid np ns f die ftmk? 
That man of probctj and rorwcicnce ! 

LfTHESGTOX. 

Fear nothii^; he is art and pait with us: 
He^s an accessory before the &cL 
Besides, he is as keen to see his death 
^ you ot I am. If he will not helpi 
Depend on it he will not hinder us. 
He will look throng^ his fii^;ers and be glad 
To see his foe removed with suddenly. 

BOTHWELL. 

Remorseless as pale death or the still grave^ 

Or Pluto, most implacable of gods ! 

Ahy Moray is a deadly enemy : 

This bold Sir Wink-at-Vice ! Eh, Lethington ? 

He'll find a plaster for his "conscience." 

Lethington. 

A subtle man he is, takes a strong grip; 

But do not doubt that we shall cope with hini« 

BOTHWELL. 

I do not doubt. — Were he as strong as Sin, 
At he's a travelling iniquity — 
But stay, I see a kinsman: it were well 
To have him baptized in the mystery 
Wherein we labour. 
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Lethington. 

That were excellent. 
He is an able man : make much of him. 
But I will leave him to your management. 
This must be ended in a day or two. 

{Enter Hepburn.) 

Come to me shortly. 

BOTHWELL. 

I will not fail you. 

Hepburn. 

{Aside,) If I mistake not, there is work to do ! 
He peers at me like that poor devil in Dant — 
Like some old tailor at his needle's eye. 

{Exit Lethington.) 

BOTHWELL. 

Good morrow, Bolton — man of all others 
I most wished to see; be't a good omen. 

Hepburn, 
Fm at your lordship's service. 

BOTHWELL. 

Ever true ! 

Hepburn. 

If I can add to your felicity, 
You may command me. 

BOTHWELL. 

Thanks, a thousand thanks ! 
You are my kinsman : I am proud of it. 

Hepburn. 
Is there another Border feud to quell? 




11^ DARNLEY 

BOTHWELL. 

I suifer yet from that rogue Elliot. 

Aha, he strikes a blow ! 'Tis a brave rogue ! 

But Fve in hand — it is no Border work. 

Hepburn. 
Where doth it lie, my lord? 

BOTHWELL. 

In Edinburgh. 
Hepburn. 
A story of a dainty damosel ? 

BOTHWELL 

A lady she, and exquisitely fair. 
You will be secret? 

Hepburn. 

I will be secret 
Invent comparisons — 111 swear to them. 
Fm of your kin : where lies our enterprise ? 

Bothwell. 
You will not whisper it, nor breathe of. it ! — 

Hepburn. 

Am I a fishwife or a washerwoman? 

Bothwell. 

No, you're a man discreet and competent 
To take a hand in a large enterprise 
Out— at the Kirk-o'-field. 

Hepburn. 

The Kirk-o'.fidd ! 

Bothwell. 
The Kirk-o'-field. What ! Do you shrink from it ? 
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Hepburn. 

Sir, I am .taken with the vertigo : 
You would shed blood — a King's ! 

BOTHWELL. 

And what of that ? 
It is no redder than a peasant's blood; 
And more iniquity doth run in it 
Than in most peasants'. He's a cruel rogue; 
A vile and most pernicious whisperer; 
An odious backbiter; foe to fame 
And enemy to grace and righteousness. 

Hepburn. 

Occasion's here for a shrewd fit of thought. 
We shall be damned for 't. 

BOTHWELL. 

That were damnable ! 
Now mark you, Bolton, he stands in my path. 
The Queen hath cast a gracious eye on me; 
I'll win the sovereign authority — 
But I am eager: more of this anon. 
I shall be famous: you shall share in it. 

Hepburn, 

But ruminate on this, that fame with men 
May in another Place spell infamous. 

BOTHWELL. 

Sir, do you preach to me? 

Hepburn. 

I speak good words. 

BOTHWELL. 

[Bitterly^ I have mistook : can steel strike fire from 

clay? 
No, steel from flint, and flint from steel, strikes fire. 
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Hepburn. 
My lord, you wrong me : I have bled for you. 

BOTHWELL. 

Tush, man, I love you: I've offended you. 

I ask your pardon for my foolery : 

My evil tongue should quiver on a post. 

Hepburn, 
You were unjust. 

BOTHWELL. 

Kind friend, forgive me. 

Hepburn. 

'Tis past, my lord : I think no more of it. 
From birth and from affection you're my chief. 

Bothwell. 
I am unworthy. 

Hepburn. 

I will follow you. 
Were it against some Border enemy, 
I would not fear the cutting of my skin. 

Bothwell. 
'Tis nobly said: I'm deeply bound to you. 

Hepburn. 
But you have taken up a mighty task. 

Bothwell. 
I will not lay it down till it be done. 

Hepburn. 

Ah me, ah me, if you could catch the stars 
That circle round the pole-star, in a net 
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BOTHWELL. 

We should have warranty of good success. 
Behold this bond : these names are towers to us. 

{Showing him the bond against Darnley.) 
But come, my friend, discourse more cheerfully. 

Hepburn. 

(Reading it,) Morton and Lindsay, Rothes and Argyle, 
Maitland of Lethington and Fawdonside — 
How do you stand in this with my Lord Moray? 
I know you've had much conference of late. 

BOTHWELL. 

Just now it was expressed by Lethington 
That he would neither help nor hinder us; 
And this, I think, is the true rendering. 
Indeed he said as much. This being so, 
He is committed to our fellowship : 
To know our scheme and not to hinder it 
Is to take part in it. 

Hepburn. 

A wary soul ! 
You grow the tree : he'll eat the fruit of it. 
I know Lord Moray. 

Bothwell. 

So do we know him; 
And we allow for him in our accounts. 
When we attain unto the Government 
He'll have a place. 

Hepburn. 

Make Phoebus hold a rushlight ! 
Get stormy Neptune calmly to preside 
Over a tub of water ! 
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BOTHWELL. 

Humph! that's your view! 

Hepburn. 
Marry, it is, my lord. 

BOTHWELL. 

We'll grapple with him ; 
But we will not boast. 

Hepburn. 

No: let the issues speak. 
But I've presentiments 

Bothwell. 

Curse your presentiment 
The man that feeds upon presentiments 
Grows daily leaner : we'll have better cheer. 
Come, sir, and dine with me, and drink my health, — 
A flowing bumper to our great success, 
In the best vintage that was ever drunk. 
I had it when I last came back from France. 

Hepburn. 

(Aside.) Alack, my lord, I lack an appetite; 
I have no taste for bumpers. 

Bothwell. 

Come, bless me. 

Hepburn. 

(Aside,) Your blessings, they are curses ; and, my lord. 
Your curses were the guarantee of bliss. 
O, I do taste of Hell before the time ; 
I hob-a-nob with devils in advance. 

(As Bothwell and Hepburn go out^ enter Dalgliesh 

and Wilson.) 
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Dalgliesh. 

How comes this, then : there's the laird of Bolton off 
to dinner with my lord Bothwell, looking as dumpish and 
melancholy as a dog at a bagpipe. As I came along the 
corridor, I met our friend Peter, scrub^ng the wainscot. 
He smiled all over : the actor was lost in the action. 
Truly, we move between extremities. 

Wilson. 
Dalgliesh. 

Dalgliesh. 

Heigh-ho ! Heigh-ho ! I feel as if all the pith had 
gone out of my brains, and the world were become a 
burnt chestnut! 

Wilson. 

Neither was I born to be a hanger-on upon courtiers. 
I feel like a lion watching a mouse-hole — called on to 
pounce at mice. 

Dalgliesh. 
Ho ! ho ! ho ! 

Wilson. 

Healthy are thy lungs, thou minion of darkness ; but, 
look you! 

Dalgliesh. 
Well, sir, I look : what's the matter ? 

Wilson. 

I've known a man who could distil humour out of 
funerals and gravestones 

Dalgliesh. 
Oho 1 Jest not on grave subjects ! 

Wilson. 

Here's sufficient gravity to sink a ship. Lest I should 
add anything to it-^— 
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Dalgliesh. 
You will talk gravely. 

Wilson. 
Dalgliesh ! 

Dalgliesh. 

What's up ? Has your grandmother's cat had twins ; 
or is there going to be an earthquake; or ? 

Wilson. 
Fate's on the march. 

Dalgliesh. 

With firm tramp, I daresay; but that did not b^n 
yesterday. Now like a good fellow, cut your story short 

Wilson. 

You have sharp wits. 

Dalgliesh. 

Fate's on the march, and I have sharp wits ! Here's 
a man that has eaten a dictionary, and he speaks the 
words any way. 

Wilson. 

Tut, man, I would discourse of deep matters. 

Dalgliesh. 
Aha! "Deep matters?" 

Wilson. 

Would you have them bawled out like some tavern 
ribaldry ? 

Dalgliesh. 
High matters — hanging matters, perhaps ? 

Wilson. 
Yes, yes, — if you like, neck matters. 
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Dalgliesh. 
Speak out, then. After the play — 

"As yet I may not say your ale is bad: 
I cannot reach the liquor for the froth." 

Wilson. 

Hast noted my lord of late ? 

Dalgliesh. 

Aye, marry ! You spoke of mice. He does not poise 
himself on the wing that he may truss a mouse ! He 
does not check at pyes and crows ! 

Wilson. 
He'll stoop shortly at great game—very great game ! 

Dalgliesh. 
This life's too short to deal in anything but the best. 

Wilson. 

Mum ! (Taking him aside aud speaking softly,^ He 
aims at majesty. 

Dalgliesh. 
Aha! 

Wilson. 
Soft! 

Dalgliesh. 

" Majesty " ! But how ? 

Wilson. 

He has an eye to the Queen: the Queen's not in- 
different to him. 

Dalgliesh. 

Bah ! Let him capture the seven stars and make 
seven doublet-buttons of them I 

Wilson. 
Or stare the moon out of her serenity! Unbelieving 
soul ! You might be burned for a heretic ! 
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Dalgliesh. 

But come, explain. You say that the Queen is not 
indifferent to him. What of that? Her Grace is not 
indifferent to any loyal and valiant subject, and I trow 
that my Lord Bothwell is a right loyal and valiant sub- 
ject. 

Wilson. 
Blind, blind, blind. 

Dalgliesh. 

If you mean more than that. Lord Bothwell is bur- 
dened with a wife, and the Queen's married to a husband. 

Wilson. 

A husband ! Humph I What think you of the hus- 
band? 

Dalgliesh. 

I grant you it needs no wizard's spell to conjure him 
into an ass. If pills were the size of pumpkins, and 
men framed in proportion to them, I grant you that the 
Lord Damley were still but a small fellow. 

Wilson. 

A creature of infinite sin and folly ! A kind of straw- 
devil ! 'Tis a brave consort for the fairest Queen in 
Christendom. 

Dalgliesh. 

But he's her husband 

Wilson. 
Tush, man! 

Dalgliesh. 
— With a strong grip of life. 

Wilson. 
{Significantly.) Healthy men die. 
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Dalgliesh. 
Despatch him? 

Wilson. 
Hush! 

Dalgliesh. 
Murder the King ! 

Wilson. 

— Sh ! sh 1 What about a King ! The man with a 
shovel and a wheelbarrow is as divinely commissioned 
as the man with a sceptre. 

Dalgliesh. 

O Heavens! Then— Lady Bothwell—? {Aside,) All 
the parties to this transaction should be terribly afraid 
to die! 

Wilson. 

As for Lady Bothwell — but here's no privacy. Come 
this way. {Exeunt) 

Scene H. — A Room in Holyrood. Enter the Earl 

OF Moray. 

Moray. 

— Most Holy Writ declares that if a man 

Will turn his back on sin, 'twill flee from him; 

But then the back is — O, how stiff to turn ! 

Strong are the toils of Satan. — To-night, to-night! — 

No, no, I cannot stand it. Come what may, 

Until the storm blow over, I'll away. — 

Could this but clear the conscience! Ah, strong Sin! 

{Enter the Queen.) 

Queen. 
What, brother, — leaving us so suddenly? 
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Moray. 

Aye, madam, if it please your majesty, 
I humbly ask my leave. 

Queen. 

Tis granted, brother. 
But if I may not seem inquisitive, 
I hope you have no evil news from Fife? 
How is the Countess? 

Moray. 

She is delicate. 

Queen. 

I grieve to hear it. 

Moray. 

I do thank your Grace. 
Indeed, her state prompts me to ask for leave. 

Queen. 

Doubtless, your presence and your sympathy 
Will be a cordial to her. There is balm 
In all the kind solicitude of love. 

Moray. 

Yea, it is better than a medicine. — 

And there is peace throughout the Kingdom. 

Nothing doth call for special vigilance 

In the affairs of State. (Aside.) 1 utter lies ! 

Queen. 

We will not hinder you : but, brother, pray 
Convey our greetings to the Countess, 
Give her my dearest love and sympathy; 
And, from my heart, tell her we'll be right glad 
When she has health to grace our court again. 
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Moray. 

It will be pleasure to convey to her 
The gracious message of your majesty ; 
And, for myself, I humbly thank your Grace. 
I hope the King when I come back again 
Will glow with his accustomed ruddy health. 

Queen. 
He still grows stronger, and my sweet son thrives. 

Moray. 

I thank kind Providence right heartily. 
{Aside,) I am a liar. 

Queen. 

God is the source of strength. 

Moray. 
His bounty shall provide for all of us. 

Queen. 
Adieu, my lord. 

Moray. 

Adieu, your majesty. {Exit the Queen.) 
Lies ! They are cursed with quick fertility. 
By Heavens, I've lost the power of speaking truth, 
That seemed so simple. {Exit) 

Scene III. — Edinburgh. A house in the Kirk-d-field: 
a room in same. The Queen and Darnley dis* 
covered. 

Darnley. 
You have been kind to me. 

Queen. 

» 

I try to be. 
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Darnley. 

You have succeeded; but you love me not: 
Your kindness is of duty, not of love. 

Queen. 
You touch a sore, my lord, that pains me much. 

Darnley. 

Mine is the loss, mine the deep misery. 
Without the precious jewel I have lost, 
I scarcely wish to live : my words are true. 

Queen. 

The thoughts that spring up in our feebleness 
May perish in the heyday of our strength. 

Darnley. 
If mine so perish, let me die with them. 

Queen. 

To say is nothing: both to say and do 

Is truly great and like Divinity. 

Live and speak nobly and enact such deeds 

As shall accord with true nobility. 

And you shall draw affection after you. 

Darnley. 

Ill live and try. But if I do not live ? 

Am I forever blotted from the book 

In which you write sweet things of memory ? 

Queen. 

Not live, my lord, not live? {Aside.) My love re- 
vives ! 
Why such a question? 

Darnley. 
Why not answer it ? 
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Queen. 
You are importunate. 

Darnley. 
Your Grace is kind. 

Queen. 

I scarcely thought I ever should relent. 
{Enter Bothwell, unnoticed.) 

Darnley. 

You ?iave relented : bless your Grace for that ! 
I'll serve you always. {Devotedly kissing her hand,) 

BOTHWELL. 

{Aside,) Thou fool, thou fool i 
This night thy soul shall be required of thee. 

(Exit BOTHWELL.) 

Darnley. 

Must you be going? 

Queen. 

There's the masque to-night, 
To celebrate dear Christian's nuptials : 
I must go down to take a part in it. 
Oiu: humbler friends were disappointed else. 

Darnley. 

Still diligent in kindly courtesies! 
Would I could come with you. 

Queen. 

It may not be. 
You are not strong enough to risk it yet 
Another day we'll have your company. 

Darnley. 
{Sadiy,) No, I'm not able — if I ever be? 
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Queen. 
You are not well to-night? 

Darnley. 

O, I am well. 
A fit of gloom sometimes comes over me. — 
My follies have created enemies 
Who. look on me with eyes of deadly hate. 
But you must go : their lordships wait for you* 
Thinking of you will make the darkness light. 
And fill the solitude with company. 

Queen. 
To-morrow I will be with you betimes. 

Darnley. 

The coming of your Grace will be to me 
As fresh as dewy dawn upon the hills 
To a benighted, weary traveller. 
O, I will hail your footsteps with delight. 

Queen. 
I will not fail you. 

Darnley. 

Take my fond adieu ; 
And let me print it — {Kissing Aer,) Ah, my love, my life! 

Queen, 

Adieu, my lord. Good angels tend your couch 
And keep you from all evil., 

Darnley. 

Sweet, adieu ! {Scene closes.) 
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Scene IV. — Holyrood: the great halL Music: Masquers 
dancing. At conclusion of dance^ Bothwell advances 
down the stage with Christian Paiges, his partner^ 
— both in masks. 

Bothwell. 

Were I to trip this measure every night, 
I'd seek no better partner in the dance. 
For never was more lissome partner seen. 
More, — I would wage my ears in proof of it. 
Whoever spies the face behind the mask, 
Will swear a fairer lady ne'er was seen. 

Christian. 
You are all flatterers ! 

Bothwell. 

Troth, I flatter not : 
I do but speak the truth that's uppermost. 
Withdraw the curtain from this loveliness. 
And bless my vision with the view of it 
This vizard is a cloud to hide the beams 
Of silvery Phoebe : 'tis an offence — 
Methinks I know you. 

Christian. 
I know you^ my lord. (Lifting her mask,) 

Bothwell. 
Ha, Mistress Christian! 

Christian. 

There's an end of it. 

Bothwell. 
The end of doubt : the opening of amaze. 



132 DARNLEY 

Our friend Sebastian is a lucky rogue. 
Had I been living a gay bachelor. . . . 
{As fAey pass on, Lethington, Lindsay and Rothes come 

forward.) 

Rothes. 

{Looking after Bothwell.) Bothwell goes by, with satin 

doublet graced, 
In gaiety and easy wickedness: 
A prime success in the Satanic craft. 

Lethington. 
Yet he's behind Lord Moray, none the less. 

Rothes. 

We're, all of us, belonging to that school. 
Some men have taken high degrees in it; 
But, marry, sirs, I'm but a pupil in it; 
And would play truant if I had the power, 
All heedless of the prize so dangerous. 

Lethington. 

Tush, that will pass. 

Rothes. 

Nay, not Eternity 
May rub the stains of murder from our skin.^ ^(Both- 
well yV?/«j them.) 

Bothwell. 
Ye are but dull : how do you like the feast? 

Rothes. 

The grimmest night of jollity e'er spent. 
It goes as stiif as Pharaoh's chariots 
Before the watery walls broke down on them, 
And drowned his hosts in their impiety. 
God, we drive heavily! 




DARNLEY 133 

BOTHWELL. 

Now, truce to this! 
You'd squeeze the resolution out of Fate, 
If Fate were squeezable ; but, Rothes, mark, 
Fate is not squeezable; and we belong 
Unto the stern ministry of Fate. 

Rothes. 

Come, put it off, my lord : another day 
When he is practising iniquity, 
And felony would blush to look at him. 
Let your wrath burst on him. 

BOTHWELL. 

A cruel grace ! 
If good for us, for him 'twere damnable. 
No, Rothes, no! To-night, to-night, I say; 
He must be blown into the shades to-night 
Provided then, that he can grope his way 
Out of the heavy darkness, I'm content 
I do not send my curses after him; 
I will contribute to his monument 
Nay, if I were a papist, I would buy 
A thousand holy masses for his soul; 
A thousand solemn chants to comfort him. 

ROTHES. 

O, why should mortal man nurse hate so deep, 
Whose hope is set on mercy, finally ! 

BOTHWELL. 

I do not hate him. He is in our way, 
Bringing much woe unto her majesty. 
Losses and inconvenience to us; 
And he must simply bustle out of it 
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Rothes. 

Some hours ago you saw her part from him, 
Breathing the low, sad music of farewell, 
In accents tender and affectionate: 
Twill break her heart 

BOTHWELL. 

O, sir, well look to it. 
The mine is dug; the train is laid to it; 
The linstock's ready that shall do the work, 



Lethington. 
We are observed. 

Rothes. 
O Heaven, hinder it ! 

Bothwell. 

Now, sirs, have cheer: join in the gaiety. — 
Our looks are traitors else, in this gay halL 
(Music. Th^ dispersed among the throngs who form 
and engage in another dance. Meanwhile^ Nicholas 
Hubert enters^ looking troubled and melancholy 
and keeping aloof from the company, Bothwell, 
seeing this^ makes towards him,) 

Bothwell. 

Hallo, you rascal, what are you about? 
Whose funeral are you lamenting at ? 

Hubert. 
Alas, my lord I 

Bothwell. 

How, now, you numskull! 
Some fit of megrims ? Come, no more of it ! 

Hubert. 
May I go home, my lord? 
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BOTHWELL. 

May you go home ! 
A hound slink to its kennel ere the sport ! 
No, no, sir ; I have further need of you« 

Hubert. 
Must I do more to-night? 

BOTHWELL. 

O, faithless dog ! 
You conscience-bitten rogues will smart for this : 
I'll tan your hides for you. 

Hubert. 

What pains you like : 
In truth, my lord, 111 gladly suffer it» 
If you will free me from this work of blood. 
Indeed, I am not stout enough of heart 
To travail further in it. 

BOTHWELL. 

Look you, sir, 
Screw up your courage and be stout of heart. 
It is too late to blubber and to wail 
Because you take a hand in naughtiness. 
Already you have done more than enough 
To give the hangman rights upon your throat: 
Therefore, be cheerful, Hubert, and look up 
And execute your task right cheerfully. 
No hangdog looks I There's my advice to you. 

Hubert. 
O God, O God I (ReHring.) 

BOTHWELL. 

{Aside.) Aha, her majesty ! 
(The Queen, who has been moving about from group to 
groups passing hind words with them^ approaches 

BOTHWELL.) 
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The Shq)herd on Mount Ida never saw 
A vision of more blissful loveliness ! 

Queen. 
{Coming forward.) The night goes blithely. 

BOTHWELL. 

Please your majesty, 
There is no heart untenanted by mirth. 

Queen. 

Do our guests praise the feast? 

Bothwell. 

Right heartily. 
It is the blithest night was ever seen. 

{Music: the company re-form for a dance,) 

Queen. 

I have my wish, it seems. But now, my lord, 
Wilt tread a measure with me? 

Bothwell. 

{Aside.) I mount on wings. . . . 

{A dance: Curtain.) 

Scene V. — Edinburgh — Orchard of House at the Kirh-o^- 
field-^Night — Conspirators moving about'^Enter Hep- 
burn and Hay. 

Hay. 

Ambition hath deprived him of his wits : 
Bothwell is worse than Nature fashioned him. 

Hepburn. 

He's madder than was Ajax when he slew 
The herds of oxen for his enemies. 

Wilson. 
Everything's Mack. {Approaching.) 
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Hepburn. 
{Half aside.) No blacker .than our souls. 

Wilson. 

The King's asleep; the tapers bum low; 
The grooms are snoring in the gallery. 
A dragon hath its lair beneath the house, 
Ready to snort them into Heaven or Hell. 

Hepburn. 

Did I anticipate the Trump of Doom 
Or look, O God, for universal wrack, 
It would be luxury to what I feel ! 

{Enter Bothwell.) 

BOTHWELL. 

Men, are you ready? 

Wilson. 

All is straight, my lord. 
We have not left one passage of escape : 
A rat could scarcely foil our vigilance. 

Bothwell. 

I am in debt to you. One of these days 
Rewards must be computed; and I trow 
They shall be heavy ones. 

Hay. 

Not light, perhaps: 
The weight of our stout bodies on a rope. 

Bothwell. 
A cynic is a dog that should be hanged. 

Hay. 
Cynics or not, methinks we shall be hanged. 

Bothwell. 
O, sir, you jest. 
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Hay. 

A jest not laughable. 
But hangii^ is no worse than being drowned : 
On with the work, my lord. 

BOTHWELL. 

Draw doser round. 
On tills side, 70a will join the Douglases: 
On that, is posted trusty Fawdonside. 

Hay. 
Tis a rough villain. 

BOTHWELL. 

Never mention it — 
The sweetest kernel in the shell that's rough : 
You know the adage and the truth of it 

Hay. 
A rotten kernel, he, in roughest shell! 

Hepburn. 

(Aside.) For this we shall be driven by fierce blasts 
In an eternal whirl, through Hell's dun shades. 
Hark ! That ill bird ! {Scene closes.) 

Scene VI. — A Room in the House at the Kirk-c^-field^ 
Darnley discovered asleep on a bed. 

Darnley. 

(In sleep.) Come hither — hither : I am blessbd here, 
And am no more a fooL ( Waking.) What I Do I 

sleep ? 
I have been dreaming, then. (Yawning and rubbing 

his eyes.) What time is it? 
(Looking at his watch.) .Near two o'clock — ^the bleakest 

hour o' night, 
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When honesty and health are sound asleep 

And only ruffians rove, or spirits damned. 

O, it is cold: I shiver to the bone. 

It is a time to breed a pestilence 

Of mildew, canker, and corruption 

On the glad things of life. I feel alone — 

(Hie hears a raven croaking,) 
The bird of omen croaking on the roofs ! 
As if the Devil muttered through his throat ! 
Enough to summon forth a troop from Hell — 
Page, ho ! I cannot bide it 

Taylor. 
(From adjoining room,) I come, my lord. 

Darnley. 
Indeed, I am a fool. 

(Enter Taylor, half-dressed,) 

Taylor. 

I'm here, my lord. 

Darnley. 

{Aside,) As nervous as a cat that's stealing milk ! 
Thanks, Taylor: did I call? 

Taylor. 

You called, my lord. 

Darnley. 

I suffer much to-night from sleeplessness. 
Go back to bed: I need not trouble you. 

Taylor. 

Shall I sit with your Grace? 

Darnley. 

No, no, my lad : 
But you might stir the fire and trim the lights ; {which 
he does.) 
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Twill be more cheerful through the cheerless night 
And I am chilly : throw me that pelisse. 

Taylor. 

I will be glad to wait upon your Grace. 1 

(Arranging the pelisse about Aim.) 



Darnley. 

No, no, kind lad : betake thee to thy bed. 
If I should want you, I will call again. 

Taylor. 
I will be ready. 

Darnley. 

But before you go, 
I pray you hand me down that Psalter-Book. 
ril read a bit. If I could tire mjrsel^ 
Then I might sleep the sounder. 

Taylor. 
{Taking down a book,) This book, my Lord? 

Darnley. 

The Psalter? Aye, my lad, I'll read in it. 
Thank you : Good-night. 

Taylor. 

A word will wake me up. 
Good-night, my lord. 

Darnley. 

Good-night, good-night. 
And pleasant dreams to you. {Exit Taylor.) 
I will betake me to this Holy Book 
Which I've neglected, — ever diligent 
To give my soul to trifles, heedless all 
To read the lessons of eternal truth. 
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Ah me, ah me I Could but a man say thus, 

Ever with eye serene and soul devout. 

Looking upon the sum of all his works — 

''These are my honest labours, yea, my best, 

To God I dedicate them": such as he 

Could throw defiance in the teeth of Fate, 

And steadily behold the grisly face 

Of the Hast Terror. {Sighing heavily.) But alack, 

alack! 
My poverty's too great to think about. 

. • • . . 

Our gold, our garnishing, our targatting, 

Our pearls and precious stones and purple stuffs: 

What are such things to him whose breath is short ! 

If my good purpose fail not, I'll amend. 

{Clock outside strikes.) "One," "two." 

How solemn and unearthly is the sound ! 

That devil-bird, perforce, must answer it! {Listening.) 



If God be with us, who can be against us; 
If He's against us, none are on our side : 
Ah, save us from a state so perilous! 

. . • • • 

Methinks the saying comes from hoary eld. 
That if you take a book of Scripture up 
And let it open thus — 

{Balancing the Psalter on his hand and letting it 
open as if of its own accord.) 

— ^fortuitous^ 
Your eye will light upon a text most apt 
And good for your condition at the time. 
What then is here? {Reads.) "Take heed to me and 

hear me: 
I mourn in my sorrow and am vexed." 
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I make that prayer mine: Lord, hearken to it. 

{Again reads.) "The enemy so crieth : the ungodly 

Cometh on me so fast They have a mind 

To do me mischief, so maliciously 

They've set themselves against me." Help me, God ! 

{Becamtng excited,) 
{Again reads.) " My heart is sore disquieted in me : 
The fear of death is fallen upon me : 
Great fear and trembling are come down on me: 
Horrible dread hath overwhelmed me ! " 

{Growing more and more excited.) 
Again that damnM bird upon the roo^ 
Right o'er my window: 'tis too much for me! i 

Ho, Taylor! Nelson! 

{Enter Taylor hastily^ 

Taylor. 

Are you ill, my lord? 

Darnley. 

A cursfed bird — {Noise and tramp of feet below.) O ! 
Go and rouse the grooms ! 'Tis for dear life ! 
We're in the clutches of our enemies: 
Go! 

Taylor. 
Wake ! Ho ! 

{Exit Taylor.) 

Darnley. 
My sword — where is 't? 

Taylor. 
{From outside^ O villains ! {As if stabbed.) 

Voice. 
{From outside.) Throw the varlet down ! 
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Darnley. 

I will die fighting since I cannot live. 

{Looking eagerly but vainly for his sword.) 

Tis gone ! I am betrayed ! Is it the Queen ? 
O, deadly hatred I Tis for Rizzio ! 

{Increasing noise from outside,) 
{Enter Fawdonside.) 

Fawdonside. 
Liar and traitor! 

Darnley. 

Bloody Fawdonside! 
Had I a weapon to defend myself 

Fawdonside. 

Go out, you cur, and try your heels for it: 
Vengeance comes up at last. 

Darnley. 

Damn'd villain ! Cut-throat ! 
And there's a pack of you. {Retiring,) 

Fawdonside. 

A deep-mouthed pack. 
The self and same that hunted Rizzio. 

{Following Darnley out,) 

Darnley. 

{Outside,) I see Douglases: mercy, my cousins! 
{Great din outside. Explosion follows. Ruins,) 
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Scene VII. — A Room in Holyrood. Cries of " Treason / '^ 
and great din from the outside. Enter Bothwell from 
one door^ and the Queen, in deshabille^ with her maids^ 
from another. Distant sound of drums. 

Queen. 
What is this cry about? What has been done? 

Bothwell. 

Madam, a bloody treason hath been wrought : 
The King is murdered lying in his bed. 

Queen. 
The King — is — murdered! 

BOTHWELU 

O, my heart bleeds 
To break the fearful tidings to your Grace. 

Queen. 

Woe's me ! Woe's me ! Sighs are our daily bread : 
Our drink is tears. 
(Sinking into a chair^ her maids gather round: Curtain^ 
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BY THE SAME AUTHOR 

King James the First 

(Macmillan & Co.) 

SOME OPINIONS 

The Literary World 

^\t is almost impossible to refuse a certain amount of 
respect and admiration to the man who in these days ventures 
to publish a dramatic work. Whether strong or feeble, he 
must at least possess a spirit of enterprise and of happy 
audacity who thus boldly dares to run the gauntlet of public 
criticism. The lyrical poet may save his credit by a melodious 
stanza here, or by a graceful phrase there ; the epic- writer is 
luckier still — he will rarely find a critic to read him. But 
the dramatist stakes his all on a simple cast; he stands or 
falls by the character of his entire work, not by the merits or 
the faults of isolated parts. He must possess not only a 
vivid imagination, but the power to guide and restrain it ; his 
incidents must be unusual but not unlikely ; his passion must 
have vigour but not extravagance. He must know how to 
choose his subject and how to handle it. Let him fail at any 
one of these points and he is ruined once and for all. 

" Applying some such test as this to Mr. Graham's historical 
play, we are disposed, on the whole, to pronounce in his 
favour. He has selected an excellent subject. . . . has a 
good eye for effect, and arranges his details well ; while now 
and then he gives us a passage full of genuine power. . . . 
He leads up to the crisis of the drama with great skill. The 
contrast between recollection and reality, between the delights 
of the past and the dangers of the present, is most effective, 
and he produces his effect with perfect ease and simplicity — 
the surest test of strength." 

Scottish Review 

" Mr. Graham's King' fames the First is something more 
than a dramatic poem, and might with safety be put upon the 
stage. It is written in clear, nervous English, and abounds 
in interesting passages and situations. The plot is simple, 
rapidly worked out, and handled in so skilful a manner that 
the interest of the reader is not only sustained, but deepens 
with every step in its development ... So far as a careful 



perusal will enable us to judge, we should say that the tragedy 
is successful from both the dramatic and theatrical points 
of view." 

Cambridge Review 

" Few Englishmen, we fear, read for themselves TAe Kin^s 
Quhair^ but there are nevertheless few, let us hope none, for 
whom the life of the poet-King has no charms. Rossetti, in- 
spired by the poem, added one of the noblest of modern 
ballads to English literature ; Mr. Graham . . . has at- 
tempted to tell the same story in dramatic form. . . . The 
work is without any doubt one of distinct merit, and shows 
throughout no small power of characterization. The last act 
in particular shows the touch of one who is no novice in 
dramatic art . . . Henceforth when thoughts of The King's 
Quhair come to one's mind, they will recall not merely the 
finest essay in Irving's Sketch-Book and the Ballad of the 
King's tragedy. This interesting play will beside these be 
remembered with pleasure." 

Glasgow Evening Citizen 

"... While following the historical records of the life and 
tragic death of the ablest of the Stuart Kings with commend- 
able fidelity, the author seems to have had in view some 
of the splendid fatalism of Macbeth . . . The story drifts 
on, not without its tranquil contrasting gleams, like those 
of the * temple-haunting martlet ' in Macbeth^ to that ghastly 
and terrific climax of murder to which the poet-King is 
doomed. With some abridgment, particularly in the two first 
acts, we think it probable that, were tragedy more in vogue, 
this play might be adapted effectively for the stage ; but 
as a bold and skilful effort in a supremely difficult art, we 
are glad to recognise much in the work as it stands which 
is highly dramatic and powerful." 

Oxford Times 

"That the author is naturally a dramatist must be ad- 
mitted, and that he constructs a telling plot and writes a 
strong dialogue we frankly allow . . . but, perhaps, the 
King is painted in too modem colours. The discussion 
between him and the Abbot as to the value of monasticism 
is too modem to be congruous with the time sought to be 
recalled, and the entire air of the court atmosphere is re- 
fined enough to make one ask whether the poet was not 
dreaming of the later age, and a higher degree of civiliza- 



tion than existed in those remote days. Still there is much 
that is admirable in the tragedy. Images, apothegms, flights of 
fancy, strong common sense, gleam on almost every page," etc. 

Aberdeen Journal 

"... The story is worked out in an original and vigorous 
style, while the writer shows poetical powers of no mean 
order. The interest is well sustained, the characters are real 
living beings, not puppets galvanized into uttering set 
speeches ; and some of the metaphors and similes are of 
a very high class. We quote," etc., etc. 

Aberdeen Free Press 

". . . Out of these elements the author has produced a 
highly enjoyable play — full of ripe thought, rich fancy, and 
frequent flashes of genuine dramatic poetry. The leading 
characters are delineated with tact and insight, and their 
individuality sustained from first to last with rare success. 
This is more particularly true of Athole, his grandson Stuart, 
and Lady Catherine Douglas; in the former pair . . . 
the play of the conflicting motives of loyalty, ambition and 
revenge are finely wrought out ; while in the latter, the sharp, 
playful wit, yet strong, womanly devotion to duty, stand out 
in bold contrast to the treacherous sycophancy of others who 
move in the same scenes. Many passages throughout the 
play are powerful and poetical in a high degree, and indicate 
in the author the possession of dramatic genius very rarely 
found in these days.'' 



Rizzio 

(Constable & Co.) 

Professor Dowden 

" King James came first in order, and I thought the action 
was contrived and developed with dramatic skill and the 
characters were living, and vigorously presented. I opened 
Rizzio with apprehensions that it might be less excellent, but 
I think it decidedly the better play. Rossetti's Kin^s Tragedy 
and The Fair Maid of Perth had made me somewhat familiar 
with the story of King James, but I felt more at home among 
the personages oi Rizzio, The historical material to be moulded 



into drama is, I think, larger and more difficult to handle ; and 
the variety of characters — Mary, Damley, Knox, Melvil, Ruthven, 
Rizzio, and the rest — is greater. Yet the action goes forward 
as clearly and strongly, and the characters seem to one to be 
more full of interest. It was not far from midnight, and I 
had been reading for several hours, when Rizzio cried his last 
' giustizia I ' . . . Rizzio means a whole page, and an intensely 
interesting page, of Scottish history, alive with figures." 

Atbenasum 

" There is abundance of vigour in Mr. Graham's tragedy, and 
some of the characters are powerfully drawn. Mary herself, 
Damley, Knox, and Sir George Douglas, are living people, and 
a good idea of the turbulent pride and wild ambitions of Holy- 
rood is conveyed," etc. 

Glasgow Herald 

" While all three (plays) are marked by dramatic and poetic 
ability, the order of their production may also be taken as, in 
some respects, the order of their merit. . . . The figures and 
characters of the Queen, Damley, Lethington, Knox, Melvil, and 
Rizzio, are skilfully brought out in the course of the play. Kot 
less graphically are the personal traits of the conspiring nobles 
set in their proper light. In a sense, the tragedy of the piece 
is not the assassination of poor butterfly Rizzio, but the murdered 
affections of the Queen for her vain, mean, lying, contemptible 
husband. . . . The scenes in which the Queen and Knox 
* have it out ' with each other, and in which she and Melvil 
have some wise conversation, are admirable, each in a different 
way, and show the dramatist at his best. The closing scene, 
in which the murder of Rizzio is perpetrated, is skilfully 
managed, and in the hands of capable actors would produce a 
powerful effect," etc. 

Aberdeen Free Press 

" In this work Mr. Graham has made the very most, in a 
dramatic scene, out of that incident connected with the career 
of Queen Mary which has touched the popular imagination 
almost as much as Mary's own tragic death. ... As a literary 
and historical study Rizzio is a piece of quite superior work. 
The characters are distinctly and consistently drawn, and 
move with the breath of life," etc. 
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